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The Chemical Brothers return to 
their roots with a new DJ mix album 

featuring music by Willie Hutch • Justin Warfleld • Ride The Rhythm • Jimmy Castor Bunch • Kenny Dope 
Presents The Powerhouse Three • Badder Than Evil • Unique 3 • Love Corporation • The IMicronauts • The 
Serotonin Project • Carlos Berrios • Freestyle • Metro • Meat Beat Manifesto • Renegade Soundwave • 
DBX • Dubtribe • Barry Oe Vorzon and Perry Botkln Jnr. • The Ultraviolet Catastrophe • Manic Street 
Preachers • Spiritualized plus hard to find and previously unreleased remixes by The Chemical Brothers! 

Exclusive DJ dates in the U.S. this September! ^ 



ASTRALWERKS 

http://www.astralwerks.coin/chemical/ 
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...and more stult Irom Asiralwerlis: 
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WaiM Ckntt Plxrlvk 

Taltf Ho! fom 6 fmct'on 
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Mkmi Sil»f< 
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O-BurmAbstrKt 
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Also available from the Chemical Brothers... 



Uil Ptaael Ousi u- 
Dig rmt OwnHetaiw 
Eleclrobank' ir 
Block Rockin' Mtis' EP 
S»ltiii« San iw 
Loop! or Fury' if 
iSXSV Leave Home' ip 
I Lite li Sweet ep 




The New Album Featuring 'A Perfect Day Elise' 

Made by Flood, Polly Jean Harvey and Head 



www.pjh.org . www.pjharvey.net ^^g-.^^,^ 



©1998 Island Records Ltd. 
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Aug. 24-25: North Carolina 
State University 

Aug. 28-29: West Virginia 
University 
Aug. 31-Sept. I: Virginia Tech 
Sept. 2-3: George Mason 

University 
Sept. 8-9: West Michigan 
Sept. 10-11: Northern Illinois 

Sept. 1 4- 1 5: Notre Dame 
Sept. 16-17: Bowling Green 
Sept. 21-22: Ball State 
Sept. 23-24: Ohio State 



Tour Schedule* 

Sept. 28-29: University 
of Louisville 
Sept. 30-Oct. I: University 

of Cincinnati 
Oct. S-6: Ohio University 
Oct. 7-8: University of Tennessee 
Oct. 1 2- 1 3: Middle 
Tennessee State 
Oct. 14-15: University of Memphis 
Oct. 1 9-20: Arkansas State 
Oct. 21-22: University of 
Oklahoma 
Oct. 26-27: Oklahoma State 



Oct. 28-29: Southern 
Methodist University 
Nov. 2-3: South West Texas State 
Nov. 4-5: Lamar University 
Nov. 9- 1 0:Tulane University 
Nov. 11-12: University 
of Southern Mississippi 
Nov. 16-17: Florida State 
Nov. 18-19: University of 
Southern Florida 
Nov. 23-24: University of Florida 
Nov. 30-Dec. I: Georgia State 
Dec. 2-3: University of 
South Carolina 

'schedule subject to change 
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Comments? Questions? Or to take part in ttiis exciting program, call Jason Priest at 
Pro Performance Marketing (704) 333-1140 x2l2. 
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SEND IN THE ATTACHED CARD OR WRITE, 
SPIN P.O. BOX 51635 BOULDER, CO. 80322-1635 
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Hole's (rontwoman hasbocii <:;illi>fl evnrythinq Iiom hitch to sellout lo 
Jiusliaiut-killBr— sometimos all at once. With n new. poppioi album liitting 
ihp screBts, an ambattlod Courtney I.ovo offpis her longest, most in depth 
iiseofwhoshois. whyslinw BV PHllIP lutiss 

P. 182 HE'S fl p'eOPI E PERSON 

Welcome to itiif DoUliouse (liiOLWt ToUd Soloud;' i:. |mii oil ,i vainjuaul 
' ii^ctuis tellmg deeply uncomlotlabie truth!.' about ihu lually Icky stun 
Ic do when you're not looking. His new cooiody. Harp/nns.? (itonv 
moie 01 less sell evldont), explores the [unny side uf pedO|ihilia and i < 
Don'tlaugh BV CHRIS NOnRIS 

P. 104 R TRIE OF TUIO CITIES 

Thi? cjodt of Dottolt lecbiio want to Euiopo to become stars and liecouio 
iirh By the tune they nhacked back in. tlie lioinius were lisionmo to booty 
(so tni.ky) and the only pi^oplo who car«l about tbelt tnusic were, .white 
andsudiirtTan RV MlKl RUBIN .' •. , 



P.lie THI SI Ml KtH JESUS ROCK'N'ROLL PORN KING 

Twonty-thir^ vii 'Ul impresario Matt Zan(^ h.'id what anioiiiitud to a pom 
opiphany; Mix poiii and rock, and a new oontiratton ol waiikeis would be 
yours (cui'. the sound o( one hand clapping). BV t. BIHIO 

P.I 14 MHKE -EM SRV HH 

Now Orleans's Juvenile han tlio coolest, and most certainly the weirdest, 
liip hupsingleofthe year. You t average "ina'fucka" will be so proud 

BV FBNV CRllN 

P.n6 FflSHtON: SEHV BOV 

Photographs by Anetto Aiirell 

P. 122 BURIED RLIUE 

Kivo yeatB agu. 16-yeai-old Joay Mooney and soma friends ended .1 wikl night 
ol partying by tobbinq and kicking a 93-yuar-Okl man, luavmg liim toi dtiad. New 
evidence casts doubt on wheUioi lu? swting tlio fatal blow. But amid a giowliig 
Jiystena about teen oime, he may he put to death anywa'y BV MHRK sC HONt 
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SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Quilling Smoking 
Now Greatly Reduces Serious Risks to Your Health. 



1 1 mg. "tar", 0.9 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette by FTC method. 
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P.35 GOING POSTAL 

PLUS: Backstreet Boys, up; Bizkit ho's, down. 

P.45 NOISE: SPIN'S ekprnoeo music section 

Fatboy Slim parcels out the dough. 
BV CRRIG McLERN: 

BACKSTAGE PASS: Stephen Jenkins; Sarah 
McLachlan; Puffy does the Hamptons; and other 
cheeserific gossip. BVJRMES PRTRICK HERMRN 
HUSH HUSH: What the Beasties' mega-success 
says about the music biz. BY JOE FLEISCHER 
PLUS: Warped tour ist snapshots; Soul Coughing; 
Billie Piper; UNKLE; Ranmistein translated: 
Michael Stipe does Hollywood; Harvey Danger's 
feng shui tips; nine new releases you need to 
know about; and more. 

P.63 EKPOSURE 

Robbie Fullts; how to tell if you're Marilyn 
Manson; Jack Drag; Metal Gear Solid; the Spin 25; 
Deadly Venoms; jacked-up Sting-Rays; out, out 
damn spot; and more. 

P.81 POP LIFE 

MOVIES: Pecker. John Waters's latest, peters 
out BV BOB ORUIS 

MEDIA: Slam shocker: Basketball is black. 
BV ZEU BOROUl 

BOOKS: Where poetry went wrong, and why it 

should be forgiven BV OENNIS COOPER 

PLUS: oui monthly culture roundup. And The Mix. 

P.135 REUIEUJS 

Kom 8V RJ SMITH; Hole; Belle and Sebastian; 
Ian Browm; DJ Spooky; Bikini KiU; Mighty 
Mighty Bosstones; Chemical Brothers; new Big 
Beat: and mote 

LABEL SPOTIJGHT:Bolshi BV SIMON HEVNDIDS 
RETROACTIVE: Krautrock BV RICHRRD GEHR 
SINGLES: Atom and His Package; Beastie 
Boys; Thievery Corporation; Wink; and more. 
BV CHRRIES flRRON 

P.158 GENIUS LESSONS 

Sean's first-ever teen poetry contest. 
BV SERN LRNDERS 
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Totally fatigued: 
fashion photo by 
Anette Aurell. 



9* 

IB 



"1 
> 2 



> 5 



m o 



33 



5 X 

•n ~ 
m > 
< c 

m n 
» O 
0) m 

■< 30 

11 

o Z 
X m 

S3 

o 
M n 

X X 

M 

o a 



Chucky Gets Lucky. 
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CHUCKY 

THE HONEYMOON'S GONNA BE KILLER 



IN THEATRES 10-16-98 



■II UNrVtRSAl CJTYSTUDtOS PflODOCTIOMS. IMC 



www.brideofchucky.com 
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PACK UP THE CATS 

the new album 

Including 

"All The Kids Are Rigr 

avalUble it 



^t<^wmtmm Pfoduced by Roy Thomas Baker 
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PHILIP tVEISS 
"Tlie Lore Issue," page 90 
Quote: As evidence of Courtney Love's 
strange evolution from self -destructive 
grunge queen to high-couture muse, 
Weiss offers up this curious exchange: 
"She said she threvif an ashtray the ottier 
day I said, 'Did you throw It at someone?' 
She said, 'No! I'm a mom. I wouldn't throw 
it at someone!" Contributes to: the New 
York Times Magazine. Working on: a fic- 
tional biography, My Wife, a Life. 



LIZJ0HNS0N-/1RTUR 
"A Tale of Two Cities," page 104 
Quote: "I didn't have a clue about Detroit 
before I got there," says Johnson-Artur 
about the recently revitalized birtfiplace of 
techno. "It's a visual city. My approach was 
to meet people. The pictures are connected 
to whomever I met on the street and in the 
clubs." Has Shot for Arena, tfie Face, iV. 



M»RK SCHONE 
"Buried Xlire," page 122 

Quote: "He's a sweet kid, but has no clue 
as to how regular people live," Schone says 
of Jerry Mooney. wtio was 1 6 when he com- 
mitted the crime that landed him on Death 
Row. "And he probably never will, because 
he went straight from a dysfunctional family 
right into prison." Has UA-itten for the Vil- 
lage Voice, Harpers Bazaar, the New York 
Times. Quirky Detail: Schone once played 
a prison guard in a Henry Rollins movie. 

G. BIAJO 

"The Slacker Jesus Rock'n'Roll 
Porn King," page 110 

Quote: "The strangest thing," says Beato 
about tagging along with 23-year-old porn 
mogul Matt Zane, "was when I watched a 
gang bang being shot. The woman totally 
called the shots on that set. Her husband 
was there with a little video camera. He 
was upset because he couldn't get any 
'soft' footage for European cable." Has 
Written for Mother Jones, Wired, Suck. 

XNETTE /4URELL 
Fashion, page 116 

Quote: "I just like people who are real," 
says photographer Auretl of the kind of 
subjects she seeks out. "I'm attracted to 
teeth. I think teeth are really sexy. I hate it 
when people have perfect teeth." Has 
Shot for Jane, Arena, the Face. 
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Whal inspires you. Wf'd like to know; 

1-800-2AVIREX www.avire 



We Br oke The Rules 

^HniH Finally! A music club that won't hassle 
^mSS^^M you with those annoying reply cards, 
H^^B^B and those unwanted shipments! 

AJo Mof^s CAm>s To RevAMi No AtATorMrlc^ JH/P/^e/\rrs! 

N_^''^^\MPS To RsmMi No /\\AT0/AArl(_^^!^ '2^{ 

m« li_J > 1*1 ^/^n^ I V 

~I]).rHp.5 For <f ^ K [/I Rfb/ 

I I I S Cassettes J / j / 

^ ^^ ^ ^^^9 ^ available. HBSQ see details. ^ m^PP / 

...and you get them all at once! 

A LPS ' 



For 



Cassettes 
also 

available. 



See details. 



...and you get them all at once! 



^ ill J 




fi% HP, 




^^HUmiul^^^H ^^■uSiHuia^^H ^ ^ HHsaiiiSililU&I^H n^jit*>Mjjj<.n*nir»Mi ^^■KStElHlaUl^^H ^ 

No f^nKf CAfi^PS To £ffMJ\ti AkLJlifTO/^Af 

. „ , KeriAMi No /imro/^ 



ro/A/rrt<L 5HIP/^eArrsl 




It's about time! 

A music club that makes 
membership as easy as 
possible! With no more 
cards to return and 
no automatic shipments, 
Play is the club to join! 





Edwin McCoin 

Muguuxd Hotes 
(Enhonced CD) llova/' 
Ariank) 213530 
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Method 



Chumbowamba 
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Talk Show IAi<<inric| 
Adam Sandler —Wfiofi VbuvNome? 

"Roogie Nighti" — The Emohoni. Night Ronger. 

Jockton Browne -The Natl V6ic& You Hear 

The Freddy Jones Band— ti>cid(Capncom) * 
Moriah Carey— SuflpH?)' [Columbiol 
Eltan John— The S<9 ^ciure (Rocket/ A&M| 
Jan Of day— Much Afro'd (SilvvflonB/EsMnrtat) 
Jon B. -Cool Re/ax |Yob Yufo/550 Myjic) 
Brian McKnight—Anyftme (Mercury) * 
The Dandy Warhob—. The Dondy WorixA Corm Oo^ 
[Tim Kef'/Captroll 
Coolio -iMy Sou' (Tommy 6oy) Q 
The Teo Party — Tranimdnon (AHonticI * 
Sovo Ferrit—ff Aleont fver/lhing (Epiel 
Incubos— 5 C/ EN,C£ (Immortd/Epie) * 
\J»har-My Way ILoFoce) H 
Bob Dylon— Tim* Ou« Of Mnd (Columbia) 
Elvis Presley— GfKj«Pi/A»ietojiHffi(RCA| 
No Nukea (Elekira) * ■ 

Sublime— VV^r l Got [Gasoline Alley/MCA) * 
Alice Cooper— A FM Of Ai>ce [Guordit^l * 
Don Hentey— AirfuaJ Mi/flj Henley'i Greatest Hiti 

I G* "til J 

Aimee Monn— / m Wrfi (DGC) * 

Counfing Crows — Recovering The Soleffrtat (DGO 
1 0,000 Maniocs— (ow Artx>n9 The Ruini (GeHtnj 
The Sundoys— Sfohc & SHetKo (DGC) * 
Beck-Ode/oy (03C1 

Nirvono— From The Muddy Bonkt Of The VViiUoh (DGC| 
White Zombie — Svpenaxy Swifigin' Soundi |G«ffen) Q * 
Tesla-'.rT>p t Maim' C^iowgM The Soif 0/(Geffen| * 
The Simpsons —Soogi Jn The Key Of Springfieid \tliuno\ * 
Lill Haydn— (Allanhcl * 

The Yordbirds-fiflC Senioos |Womer ArchivwAVB) • 
tM% Cottello— E.rwne Honey The Vary Ba*t Offhs Wotnet 
Broi Yean (Warner 6roi I 
Burt Bochoroch Plays His HiH (MCA) * 
"Trainspotting #2"— Iggy Pop Dtrmd Ekiwie, more ICopildl 
"I Know What Yeu Did Last Summer*— Kuki Shoker. Oui 
Lody Pooce. Soof Aiylum. more (Columbia} * 
VlarTtoKne— A Shot And A Beer |EP| (Zero Hour] * 
Pixies— Oearh To The P(xi» (Eiektral * 
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130434 
220517 

220«I6 

220731 

22I1II 
221401 
221499 
22IS98 
221«63 
21IS53 
221S79 

222tM 
222U5 
2233U 
2234A1 
22357* 
22424« 
224279 
224303 
224626 
224691 
224709 

224(40 
224915 
224923 
224931 

225011 
225029 
225144 
225300 
215367 
235516 
225615 
225656 

225931 
226126 
226167 

226209 
226233 
336374 
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(Repri«i/5.'o) * 
Laners To Cloo— Go' (R«volutton| 
JoiM'l Addiction - -K«4t/« Wh.irie (Warner Broi | 
< ^ Roni six. K Reprozeirt — N«w Forms 

IToikin' Lo«d/M«rcur7l • 
X— Sffyood And Boeii - Th. X ArtfioJogy (EWditj) * ■ 
Kill— Carniw/ Ctf 5ou/j IMemrryl 
Mytrikol— fnprK^iclobf. |J>vs] Gi • 
Mo«0-«or)OT Wortt (Bod 6oy/Anslo) O 
Th. Cur.-- Cxjioro (Eieitlra) 

G. Love And Spociol Souco— Veoh. (r's Thor fosy IOI(e^/E|M< 
No Doubt The 6«ocon Srrmr Coiiecrton (Sm Crrature) • 
Midnight Oil -2£),0(» Wa» SSL (Columb.ol • 

Joon Jen And The BlDckhoarH— f<r To B. 

Grrcj'oj' Hifi (M«rcury] * 
Finley Quoye— Mavvr>cit A 5fr>li« (520 Muiic) * 
Oily Osbownte — The Ozrmon Comtrfi (Epic) 
Poul Simon— 5ongj from TJi. Cc^wnon (Womer Broj | • 

Eryiioh Ma-int |Kedor/Uni.e>ui| 
Inyo-^'o/tif (Tie SAy WiA Sfcirj— Thu fletf Of (R.pnM| • 

Bobyfoc. — Face MTV Unptuggod (Epic) 
Jonit Jopjin's Oreatesl Hits (Cotumbio) 
Alono Dovii—Sfcime ft On Me (ElelrtTo) * 
3Poc— >! U StM Dwml (Remember M»l (Amoiu/Jive] Ca 
Queen Pen-My MeioiJr |lJ Mon/kMncope) D 
Spoce Monkeyt— The Ooc^ Of Them All 
[F^octo(y/C(iignon/lnKl * 

Guided By Vmt»»~Mog Earwttig! (Motodor Records! * 
Yo Lo Tengo— f Con Heor The Heorf Searing Ai Orre 
(r.^Q1tldo^ Recortfj] * 

Povement — flrighron The Comerj (Matador Recordsl * 
Aphex Twin— Come To Oodd^ (EP) (Worp/Sire) e 
RuPout—VHI Amenti RuPaJ: Hb Ho Ho ((thrrxr) * 

Tonic— temon Porode (ASW/Polydor) * 
Dtnie Chick*— Wide Open Spocei (Monument] 



336746 
3367S3 
336761 

337083 
337090 
22710S 
22S106 
22(213 
23(3U 
122(304 
33(5(5 
33(957 

329070 
229377 
229955 
230623 
230(70 
231316 
231373 
231670 
331(39 
331(94 
333165 

232837 
232884 

333(93 
333900 
232967 
333396 
165654 
234757 



RECOMMENDS 



Victorio Williams— Alusi'igs Of A CretAAppv |Ailorrt.cl* 233767 

The Lox— Money Power A ftmped (Bod &(^/Ar>tto) O 233825 

Whiskeytown— S^rongen Aimanoc (CMpotl RKortjingi) * 233883 
"Blues Brothers 2000"— Arefho Fronldin, Blu«t Trov«ler, r>or» 

lUnrverscf) * 233973 
Juliana Holfield-P<«aie Oo Not Dutvtb (EP) 

l&or/Nwie Rocord*) * 235473 

iefferson Sforship— Gold ((temotlered) (RCA) • 235887 
"Spawn" — Cryitd Mefhod, Du*t Broihen, more 

(Epk Sount*lra.| * 237057 

ioe Sotrioni— Corstaf Wontf (EpK) 237073 

Bi9 Wreck— kmng Memory Of.. (AHonhcj * 237230 
Bone Thugs-N-Hormony— f }999Eienial 

(Ruihle» Records] D * 238 11 3 
The Presidents Of The U.S.A.— FWe Frosling 

(Enhanced CD) (Columbio)* 238345 

Curve— Come Oeon (Euupendo/Univervjll • 238353 

Spoceheg— The Chinete Album (Sire/WoTier Ekros ) • 338360 

Two— Voywrj (Nolhing/lnterjcope) * 338386 

The Tuesdays (Ar.uo| • 338865 

Superdrog-Heoc/ Trip In fwy Kay (Elaldro) * 238873 
The Mamas A The Papas — Greoisif Nib 

(RemoUe'ed) (UCA) * 239194 

O More Cohn— 6um.n9 The Doze (Arionllc] • 239301 

Solex— 5o/(M V, The Hilrtw%ter (Molodor fCecord}) * 239475 
The SpecioU— Gui/iy t,! Pro^ Innocent [Woy CooI/MCA| * 2395 1 7 

Todd Snider— Stop ti>ght Up (MCA) * 240648 

Goodie Mob— Shif Standing (LaFocel m * 240895 

Dokoto Moon (Elekko) * 341323 
Oonny Wilde And The Rembrondts- Spin Thii' 

{navf^iJ) ♦ 241414 

■: The Corrs-fa/* On Cornerj |U3 Rocordi/Loro/Ajl) * 341430 

BckI Religion— No SU»rarK« (AlionK] « 34 1 448 

CIV— n>irfo»n Doy Geitr-oy (Lavo/Allar(ic| * 241612 

Coppodonno— The Nlage (Razor Shorp/Epic SO D • 341 869 

TuKodero— My Way Or The H>ghv^ (Elelctral * 341935 

Don ^m— Fifty Eggs IWork) * 242016 
"From The Earth To The Moon" 

|Waxlooe/Epic SoundtrakJ ♦ 242040 

: Royol Crown Revue— Mugzy t Mo*v ( Womsr Bros ] • 342560 

Kristin Hersh— Srronpe Angels (Ryl>odiK] * 342891 
O Stevie Wonder— Song Revww 

A Grea»ejf H,H Co/(»rtofi (Motov^) • ■ 242966 

Alt Saints [London] • 243097 

The Jeius Uzord—Sili« (Capitol) * 243220 

DJ Jaxzy Jeff & The Fresh Prime— Graoiest Hits (Jiv«) * 244338 

Sytk-E. Fyne~«owSyJJ<(RCA]B * 244285 

Sontana'i Greatest Hits {Colunibial 344459 

Emma Townshend— WinlsrW/ (•oshwesi) * 244483 

Jimmy Buffett — Don't Slop The Carnival 

(Morgoritcr^ille/lilond] 344616 

Hanson- Snotv«d In (Mercury) 344634 

Jonn Arden-Hsppy^ (A&M| * 344640 

Insone Clown Posso— The Great MtMio jlsknd) |1 * 344699 

Soulfly IRoodrunner) * 243464 
Nick Cave A The Bod Seeds— The Besr Of (Mute/Repri»! * 246256 

Pere Ubu-Hw Modem Donee [DCQ * 247023 

Rocket From The Crypt— ftFTC (Interscope) * 247049 
0 Lynyrd Skynyrd Band — l.yve From Stee/ Ibwn 

|Ef^Kory:ed Cbl (CMC Iniefnaliofiol) ■ 349336 

Gloria Estefan -GWia; (Epic) 249359 

' Heather Novo— Sire/> (^.g Cal/Work| * 249417 
BcKhmon Turner Overdrive — fle*f Of BTO 

IRemciirtrfedl (NVcury) * 249441 

Lord Tanq A Peter Gum— Mole It Reign (Columbio) Ql * 249533 

K's Choice-Cocoon Croih (550 Musiej * 249631 

Richie Somboro— iJndiscoverod SooJ (Mercury) * 349733 

Monster Mognef— /Wertnp {5-10-50/Flip/A4M) » 250335 

Public Imoge ltd,— Second Edilton [Womm Brot | * 330688 

Moot Loo* - 6of OvtOfHell (Epic) 2791 33 

Eogles— The,/ QreoteU Hits ) 971 -; 973 (Aiylum) 387003 

The Steve Miller Bond— Greoteir Hfn 1974 7d(Cop<roJ) 290171 
The Beit Of The Grateful Dead/What A Long, Stronge 

Trip It's Been [Worner Broi ) ■ 391633 
"A Charlie Brown Christmos" with Vince Guaratdi 



Trkky 

A-%qe^j W'th Di'fy 
/^«(lilondl 
* 347064 



Morioh Carey 

Marry Chrufmoj 

(ColuTTlbKll 

112789 





ComershopW'>Tt>n i 

Was iorn far Tfw 7lh 
Time (Ucko BcpWB) 
* 223370 




Rod Stewart Greotest Hits (Warner bios ) 


298760 


«, 




•ddiohedd 




Queen Latifah 

Order In The Court 
(Molownl 
231315 




Rodleheod 

PobJo Honey 


Comalius 

Faryiotma 
(Motodor) 
240713 




(Anviolja * 
233ifO 




Cr««d«nca CUarwotar ttmvii/al—Chronkte 

Ths 20 Gfectei' H/H iFaniasyl 308049 

The B«fl Of Blondia iChry^alit) 311811 

Christmai With Th« Chipmunks (UberV) 314757 

Von (Warner Broi ) 324583 

"Purple Rain" (Womvr Broi ) B 328435 
f Imo 'n' PaHy— Grandma Co* Run CW By A R«incW IEp>cl 334599 

Silly io*t«-Oeoto*r Hrti Vb<> ' d » (ColumUi] ■ 336396 

Jimmy Buff«ft— 5cv>gs You Kn<yi>^ Sy Heart |MCA] 3399 1 1 

Th« B*«t Of Th* Doors (EMM ■ 357616 

Guns N' Rosas— AppefTto For Dettnxtior} (Gaffan) O 359984 

Morvin Ooya GrvoMSI Hlft |Mo«own| 367565 

REO Sp««dwo0on Orootott Hits [Ep.c) 367672 

Kool Moc [>ee~How Ya Like M« Now (J.v«) (1 * 369363 

St«pp«nwotf— r6 Gf9a*vil HiH |MCA| 372425 

Joumsy'i Gmt»(t Hit* (Columlxa) 375279 

Jone'i Addiction— Nof/ttng'i Shocking {Warner t^m \ Q 375741 

Roy Orbison-rhe Ail Time HiH. Voli } i 2 ICSP| 377945 

Aerosmith— '^L^mp (GeHen) 3SB009 

The John Unnon CoUtction: GrI. Hjti [Capitol] 405308 

eonflks-GroolmJ H.h (Columbia) 405977 

The 8«st Of KC A The Sunshine >ond (Rhino) 413419 

AIke In Chains— foc«/rJi>(Columb«]) 414292 
Peter Gabriel— S/ial[«ng The Jrev-Sixteet} GoJdon Greats 

|0«ften) * 415968 

"Greose" (Polypi 424721 
The Byrds— ?0 BtumheJ Trockt From Th« Bo3»d Sel 1 965 1 990 

(Columbio/Legocy) 426940 
Fronk Sinaire— 5rnafro Reprise/The Very Good Yeon (Repriwl 430363 

U2-A<^«vo8fto6y(l»lond) * 431213 

Sorah McLochlon- Solace (AnUo) 434548 

ZZ Top <Jreaf«fMrB (Warner Broi l 438010 

8«astie ^yt~Check Your Hitod (CopiloJ) a 438499 

The fteoch Soys' Christmas AJbum (Coptol) 439901 




SPIN 'EM for 
fresh new 
sounds. 



'EM to 
current 
cool. 
SPIN 'EM for a 
new adventure! 




Caplunng all the angst and tmstrabon of ine leenage 
years, this young LA trio » bringing back au me 
refreshing honesty arxl raw energy that's missir>g from 
much of today's alternative music. Brtdglrtg InfluerKes 
that range from classic stnger^ongwrders like EMs 
Co«teNo 10 the crashing noise ol Jawbreaker, the boys 
have created an exhllaratlrtg set of hlgh-erwrgy punk- 
pop thai mbtei aophnbcalad makKliea. Green Day's 
catchy pop hooks artd Foo Fighters' iangly guitar 
chops. Just chedt out the explosively emotional Top 
1 0 hit Inside Out" and the brash lunk ot the upbeai 
Tongue Tied" and lind out why Eve 6 are ridmg high 
on alternate's next wave 



'A debut tnal'B harxlsome, unpreienlous and 
timeless.'— O Magaiine 

In addition to eamino the title ol best guitarist ol his 
generation trom NMC. the ex-member ot the 
ceisbratad UK giam pop group TTte London Suede 
has made enough beeumil noise on this sic 

rf to h«vo both No«l OoMa^wr mna RaiA 



B on this sineib solo 

._ _ _ 0«M«^i«r mna RaillorwM 

sIrMing ttls praises. Butter's talents run free as he 



wtelds every Iratrumem and bulkte epic. mekxJic 
superstrudurse that are htgNighted by flashy touches 
of pop brtlliance. inventive guilar work and warm 
assured svigmg thai ghmmers with bnghl soul 
flounshes From the haurwig dreamscape "Woman I 
Know* to the scomcurtg. upbeai single 'Stay*. Butter 
lakes rock to the upper stratospnere 




Semord Butler 

People Move On 
(Creolion/Colu'n bio ) 
*a4l31S 




Alter a 3-yeaf recording rnatus, the eciectic Miami 



quartet led by singerisonownier Raul Mak) is back 
with wttal just nw^ be Iheif best album yet. Blerxkng 
Latm-flavored honky-kM*. countrified pop and tons or 



The Movericks 



humor. The Maverk:ks create a prograceive sound 
that inps Into a loungy exuberance, exptores Eastern 
mysticnnt and dances the mambo al el once Veenng 
irom the pWnlive yeamlrv| o4 the hit To Be With You 
arxj the aB^ rave-up 'Melbourne Mambo " to 1>eam 
River's' sensuous rrxMn, this is an atium lor the 
ages from a band that's changing the fan ol mus< 
song by song. 







Sonic Youth 

A l\>OiiianJ leaves 
IpGCl . 
243568 



Sonas frwn "Mhf 
^^Jix] 244509 



The B-52's Tm 

A Fvti/rc Gttocofion 

IfiapiiKl •246M9 




Nirvana - N««f mind IDGQ 442046 

Guns N' ReiM-Uw W / IGefhnI O 441087 

Erie Clapton— UnpJ;59«<y|R<^»i»/0uck| 444187 

■•d Hot ChiN Papp«r«-Wto H,nf> (EMI| 448209 

Ro9« Againit Th« Mochina (Epic/Auociotedj a 451138 

Nirvana— (ncejficide IDGCl 453340 

ABBA -OM-CiMM H,K IPolydoil • 458406 
Vialcnl ratnfl>u-/UU mjpllVSt imi (SipiWSIath) la 466656 

Nirvana— 'n UtoTO lOGO 467159 

Bryan Adanf -So For So Good (n» HMl iUM] 467738 



KILLER COMPILATIONS 

Living In Oblivion, Vol. 4-.':.rio^i M'sh lEVI 108332 

Honno-Borfoera 'i Cartoon Sound FX 

\K-d Rfii-o) ♦ 110544 

"Hove Yourself A Looney Tunes Chrinmos" 

(K.d Rhmol 112870 

The Concert For The Rock And Roll Holl Of 

Fame — John MeJI©r>comp, Melitio Bhcidgc, 

Arelho FriinUin. more jColumbio! ■ 148882 

You Sleigh Me: Altemolive Chriitmoi Hits- 
Ton Amci Collective Soul more (Ariontic] 149450 

C Schoolhouse Rockl Rocks— &eiier Thon Ezro 

Pa-err**'* Moby more ILovo/AfianricI 151373 
Son^s In The Key Of X: Musk From And 
Inspired By "The X-Files" — Filler foo fighrefs, 
Donig more (Warwr Sfoi ] H 151449 
"A Christmas Present For Yo«" [Zero Hour} * 163675 
A Tribute To Stevie Roy Vauohon— Etic Clapton 
BB King ncc jfpic) * 164087 

O "Music From Party Of Five"— fiuited Rool 

5lev.e N,ci.i, Bodpons more IRapnie) I7I413 
Saturdoy Morning Cartoons' Oreotest Hits— 
Mofh(r« Swee' Sublime iiz Phoir, more (MCA] » 174268 
Christmos On Death Row (Deotf^ Rowi Q 1 77840 

"Funkmaster Flex Presents The Mix Tope 
Volume It" I RCA/Loud Records) B 1 78707 

So So Oef Bass AJI-Stors Vol. It— LuU. 
GhosfcwnDJs more ISo So De</Columbia| 215301 
Mom II: Music For Our Mother Oceon— 
Jewel, 31 1, S.b! ■- ■■:.>3,'lntericope| * 219444 

Geffen Vintage 80 * Vol. II- Wang Chung 
Modncis mom \- ^--t-n- • 224972 
The Bridge School Concerts— Npil Young 

Tom Pclty morr iRnptiic) 230631 

0 Live On Lettermon: Music from 

The Late Show— SKi^yl Crow, Oav« Mothewi 
S.ar.6 fi E V, Paula Coir mo.e |Repfiie) 230656 

Best Of Oldies But Goodies, Vol. 2— D>on 

Tf,,. :,.^.-,-„ f',^.,,, T>,„ SKirrV'. morr (Or-ginal Sound) 231449 

Soul Train Christmas Starfest— luitief Vondroi* 

F. ■ . ■ ir,.., I 33i«r3 

ESPN Presents X-Gomes Vol. 1: Musk From 

The Edge -fi«d l-tot Chrli Pepoen Beoitie Boyi, more 
nc^myRojT* 231860 
C Legacy: A Tribute To Fleetwood Mac's 

Rumours -'.'Drchbo" 20 Elton John, Tonic, "Tiofe 
lUrvo.v.- -iiv ■ 239319 
O Pure Disco 2 L : rv White Villoqe People, moie 

lAi.'.-. 242982 




Pure Funk 

Commodorei Chic, 
Koot and the Gong 
more (Mercury) 
2451 M 



(3 real 
irform 



lighl 
Corton u'Bnen 
IM-cjry) •242974 



Counting Crows- Augu>/ And fveryrhing Athr |DGC] * 467944 

Elton John— GfeatwfHffs(Polydor) » 471011 
Culture Club— A/ Wont TheBniOf Ci/hure Club 

A-J&ov Gco'9e(SeKl 471623 

Sonic youth^Doydftom Nation (DGC) * 473066 

Sorah McLochkm— fum6/u^ hwardf Eakaty iAraia] 473389 

Tom Petty A The Heortbreokon-OreafMr Hih |MCA) 47441 1 
<• Povement— Crtxjiiod Ram Crookod Rain 

iMafooo- Recordi) ♦ 475 1 1 1 

Seek -Mdiaw Gold [DGC) Q 47672 1 
Nine Inch Nails— The £Wword Sp>ral (TVT/lntervispel S 476739 

Live— rfifowtng Copper [RodKXKtrvo) 13 478362 

Seal ['9Q4) (S.reAVamer Brov) 484741 

Seashe Boys— r^' ComirfunicorNyi (Copilol) Q 484808 

"Forrest Gump' (Eptc Soundlrax) ■ 487249 

Luscious Jockson— Nomra/ Jryerfen h [Capitol) 489054 

Soul Coughbig-HrresiffibJe BKu (Sloih/Wanw firot I * 15612S 
Pat Benatar— Heorfbrealcer ■ J6 Cbuic Ferhrmancei 

(Ch.y^oliiJ * 163865 

Thompson Twins -Oeoleir H'Fi jAnUa) * 168203 

"Romeo * Juliet" [Enhonced CD) (Capitol) 1 70985 

Fine Young CmuAolM—f-neit (MCA) 1 73583 

Sublime Co6brn-nwNood(GoK>lineAley/MCA|[l * 174136 

Less Than Joke— losing Straot (Cap<tol| * 1 77493 

Chuck Berry- rSe GreoT Twerty Eight {Oma) 343657 

Dr. Dre-rhe C/iraoic [Death Row) B 461970 

10,000 Maniacs-AirvU^^^geed(Eyclra) 469775 

Bhjr—Porib life (SBK) 486357 
The Mighty Mghty Bosstonos— 

Qveittoft The Answer (Mercury) * 111 328 

The Best Of Now Order (Womer 8rDi/Q<i<esl| 1 1 1393 
Tony Bennett— SnoM^off-nie Tony fiennaff 

Cl.r Afbom (Columbio) 112854 

Trock Records: The Ouoss Who Collection (RCA) ■ 125070 



O At last..a music club that gives you all the savings 
and shop-at-home conveniences you'd expect— fiuf 
without any of the hassles. No more "selection of the 
month". ..no more annoying cards to return month 
after month... no more automatic shipments of 
unwanted selections! 

O And as a special introduction to Play, we invite you 
to take any 12 CDs right now— all 12 for only a penny, 
plusS1.49enrollment charge. What's more, you can 
take another selection at a great discount and get still 
another one FREE! (A shipping and handling charge 
will be added to each shipment.) 
O All you need to do is buy as few as six selections, 
at regular Club prices, within the next two years— 
and that's it! How long you remain a member is 
entirely up to you — you're free to cancel your 
membership at any time after buying your six 
selections. Regular Club prices are currently S12.38 
to S16.98 for CDs. S7.98 to S10.98 for Cassettes, plus 
shipping and handling. 

o As a member, you'll enjoy all of these benefits — 
exclusive Fast Forward C6 samplers so you can 
audition upcoming new artists — your choice of 
informative magazines targeted by music category, 
offering thousands of titles at special low prices — 
toll-free 800-number for friendly customer service 
and easy ordering — and our convenient website— ^ 
www playfromcolumbiahoiise.com — that puts 
over 14,000 selections right at your fingertips. 
O So take advantage ol our 14-day nsk-tree trial. 
We'll send your new member guide with your 
introductory shipment If not satisfied for any 
reason, return everything within 14 days at our 
expense for a full refund— and there's no further 
obligation on your part! So stay tuned to the latest 
in music by acting now! 

O If the application is missing write to; Play from 
Columbia Mouse, 1400 North Fruitridge Avenue, 
Terre Haute, Indiana 47811-1130 



1996, The Columbia House Company 
All uneuihanzed use is protiibited 



n Conums explicit lyrics which may be ob]SCtiorwble to some 

* Selecbon available on CD only 

■ Selections with this symbol count as two 



THAT B^AY^ 

TO lisrvf^ 




J 
















Bill)* Myers 

Growing raim 
[UniverKtll * 

230649 


Blotk Lab 

Votjf 5ody AiwwB Ale 

itxki ♦ 

335374 




J«ff Ruckl«y-x3fcK« (Columbia] 101014 

R-U*.— Mon»hw ( Worner Broi ) 1 03929 

TK« Mat Of Sod* jEpic) 1 10379 

Bon Jovi— Ooii l?oad fGrmtetf Hrfi/ (MoKuryf 1 10395 

Amtmith— a>g Oriei (GcHsn) 1 1 1468 

Nirvana -A1TV Unphgg^ In New Vcwt (DGC) 111 476 

Prank Sinatra— The Sinatra Chriitmm Aftum (Rapriw) 1 1 2946 

■«ih— 5'xipon Stone (Troumo R»cofcfal 1 1 B6B5 

ftrvce Springstvcn—Greoteir Hih (ColufnUa) 1 1 9354 

AC/DC— bock rn aiock (Rcfixnlvod) (ATCO) 130337 

TtM CrMm Of Eric Clapton IPoiyxiof) * 1 2 1 665 

Elostka (DGC) 121699 

Jimi H9ntirix-BondOfOyptyi (Capitol) 122598 

Whit* Zombi*— Asrro'Crs«p(GeHeo)a 123224 
Dave MattHewf Kand-ihdv Jha bbb And 0«cun.n9(RCA|1 25329 

Radioh»o6-The B^nth (Capdol) 1 26672 

E)vU PrasUy— E>wyday Was Uka ChriUmot (RCA) 1 28694 

Nototi* M*rchont— r^<V (EUlifra) * 130971 

311 (CaprKom)Q 135335 

Oxiy Otbouma— SfrjuorJ Of Ozz [Epic] 1 36424 

Styx— GrcKHeiT Hifr Hme StafH^i Sh// (A&M) 136731 

Foreigner- A««>rd* jRema»lered) (Allanlic) 139048 

Jonot JoekMn-Ctesign OA Ctocode. 1 S>9ti (A&M) 139501 

The Pofice-Evwy 8^ You loU. The Oomks [A&M| 1 39675 

Euryttimics—OsoteirHirs (Anita) 140160 
Stevle Ray Voughan A DeubU Trouble— Greafmr Hih 

(EpK) 140939 
Tk* Sound Of Music By Plzzlcoto Five 

(Motador fteco'dtl * 141861 

Trocy Chapman-New Segi/viing (Eleklro) 142828 

Tofi Amos— fio/i for Pelt [Atbnrk) Q * 147090 
Adam Sondbr— WhoT The HaS Hoppenad fe Me 

(Wom«rBrot.)a 147512 

Fugees— rhe Score (RuHhouM/ColumbKi] B 148155 

"Satvrdoy Night F*vw^ [R«ni«far«d| jPolrdor) * I48S51 

James Brown — fitnky Oinitmos (fdydor) 149310 

Sten* Temple Pilots- Tiny Mt/i/c (AMonlic) 153882 
Hooti* i, The Blowfish— foirweotfier Johnson (AiloniK) * 154339 



The Very Best Of 
Sting And The 
PolKejA&M] 



Rog* Against The Mochine— Empin lEpic) II 1 56695 

Dave Matthev^t hond-Cmih (RCA) 1 56703 

Noxoreth— Grmtei/ H,H (A&U) 1 56778 

the cranbwrios- Fo The Fmthfvl DeparW (Itlondl 1 56993 

Alice In Chains— Oipfi.>90ed(ColumbK]) 157008 

Th* Best Of War..Jhnd More (AveniM Record*) * 158537 

SugorhiH Oong-^iJ Of [$ugarhill/Rh>r>o) 159749 

Trainspotting" ICopitol) * 161422 

No Doubt—rro^^c Kingdom (Trauma RnconJi) 163436 
The WalMowers— firi/tgrr^ Oown The Hone (Intancope) * 1 63477 

Fiona Appk-fK^ * 1 63584 

Steve Eorl*~rroin A Comin' [Wamor Brot.| 164053 

Sheryl Craw (A&M) 165969 

Cak*— foj^tion Nijggel (Copricom] 1 66074 

Cordigons— firaf Bond On 7J»e Moon (Mercury} 166398 

Kom-Uk Ii Ptochy (Ei^hanced CD) ()mmwtal/Ep<| Q * 1 67736 

Sublim* IGowline Alley/MCA) Q 1 68658 
ion Spencer Blues Expktsion— ^Jow ' Go' Worry 

IMotocior Recordi) * 169474 

Uz Pholr— W?i;p Smorf |Ma»odor ReconJt) * 169615 

Phish-fli/|l)' Breolhet (EWtra) 1 70076 

Lil' Kim-Hord Core (Big B«rt/Artonhc) a 170167 

Hu*y Uwis And Th* Nows— The S«MEl«lc(ra) * 170390 
Morityn Manson— AntichHif Super^far (Notfiing/lntarKope) D 171579 
Jimmy Buffett— Oin'tMrat fthnd 

IMorgonhT'ille/MCA Ntoihville) 173486 

A Decode Of Steely Don (Remastered) |MCA| 173443 

Bush —Razoibiade Su'fcose (Trouma Records] 1 735 1 8 

Foxy Brown— Jfl No No |DoF Jam] d 1 73757 

SubUmo~40 07 lb freedom (Ga»J>ne Alley/MCA) B * 174128 

The Who— My CwierafKvi TKe Vkry Se*r (MCA) 174169 
"Jeriy Moguiro" — Bruce Springileen. more. 

(Epic Soif/xKox] * 175414 

The Notorious B J.O.-ffeacV lb Che jfiod iof/Amto] m 1 76636 

7Pot—A)l EyezOnMe (Oofh Row) a ■ 1766S1 
Marilyn Manson — Porfrait Of An American Famity 

(Inlersrope) Q 1 78491 

Marilyn Manson —Sme//i Like Children (Intorscope) H 178509 
Big Head Todd And Th« Monsters— 0«M<litU World 

(Rv^ution) 17S6S7 

Jonny Long- de To Me (A&M) 179135 
Nine Inch Noils— Further Down The Spiral (EP) 

(Nothing/lnrerKope) * 180661 

SJivorthair-FreoJi 5ho>^(EnhorKed CO] (Epic) * 181099 

Widespreod Pank—dombt & ButleiHies (Capricorn) * 181404 
Luscious Jocltson— Fewer h Fever Our (Capitol/Grand Royal) 181503 

live— Secrd Somx^i (Rodioodive) 18131 1 

White Town— Wbmen U> Muwh^ (6r.ilkinr/ChryK>li>) IBMSA 
O Collective Soul— Diicip/ined Breoltdown 

^Mon\^c) * 183733 



Rebekah 

Remembef To Breofhe 
(EMclrol * 

239160 



John Meliencamp 

TheBeUThatI Couid 

Do 1 978- 1 m 
(Mefcury) 243958 




e 

as 




Who*evw And Ever Maxwell Unfiluogtd 
ISS37I 21M64 



Ringo Starr 

IMercury) * 
U04M 

VHl 's only weekly live music series brings you an exciting range of today's 
top artists and rising stars including... 



BluM Tniv^r— Foo lA&M) 102699 

Ru*t«d Ro«t— Wfwi I VVqA* IMmnury] '* 1 03606 

lNX$-rfcoGr»iwH*.|AlU!ic| 111351 
Cyndl loup*r—Tw9tvt Dtodly Cym... 

And rhsn Some (Epic) 1 331 37 

J«w«l— Pi!c«> W you lAllontkl 137463 
Doryl Hull/John OoMt-Roci n' StJ. Port I (RCA) 1470U 
Borcnoked Lodies— fiom On A Pimlc Ship 

(Enhonced CD] (Rtf n>«| 1 S 143 1 

The Verv« Pip.-Mfc.ns |RCA| 1 3 1 47J 

O ftvltar Than Exra— fWcfton Baby (Eleldra) 1 6 1 S77 

Shown Colvin — ^A Fav Smo/I RepaiVi (Columbia] 167S93 

Simply Red Graotest Hits leo^lweM) 170100 

O Borenaked ladies -Rtxk Spixfade{fiept>ie\ 171397 

[piphany: The Best 0< Chaka Khan {Ritinsel 171405 

Duncan Sheik (Allanlicl • 1 77436 

Jomirequoi— rrt7vel/«.g V/iV/wf Mowng [WoAl • 178400 

Indigo Ciris—S^fning Of rlie Sun [Epic) 194SSS 

k.d. long— Drag (Wornar Brot | 21 2433 

John Hiott-lj»JeH5od|Captol) • 215285 

O To<iylT«nilTon*l-G™o»« «» ((tooKyi 227314 

T—Slralgkl On U Morning [AMI] 215335 



Trisho Yeorwood— Sonobooii ■ A CoUecfion Of Hilt 

|MCANoMle|« 219436 

Boyx II Men— EvoUion (Motown) 224774 
O Box Scoogs— My r<me: A Sot Scagat Anthology 

(Columblo/tsgocy) * ■ 225672 

Usa Loeb-f.>ecroci«r (GeKsn) 229930 

O Cheap Trick At Budokon (Epic/Legacy) * ■ 241463 

Lou Reed-ferf;!cr N.g)>l (Repriie)* 241919 

Sovt Asylum— Cond^ from A Strangar (Columbio) * 2435B4 

l>telenders-fhe Singlet (Sire) M2MI 
The Allman Brothers Bond- A Decods Of Hih 

li>6; I?79(Pol^) 4M439 

The Very BeO Of Yes (Ajlonlic) 461971 



Watch 
■HARD ROCK LIVE' 
on VHl 
Fridays at 7pm ET/PT. 
cnack local listings. 
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Music First 



Monty Python A The Holy Oroll lAiiHo) e I83II4 

O Heort-GfiKM H.l> ICopilol) 183*89 
The Mighty Mighty Bosstones— Isfi Face H 

|B.g «i(|/Me.(ury) > 184283 
The Notorious B.I.G.— LiVe AAef Dea«f) (Bod Boy/ Arista) B 184655 

The Wove Benders-Surfin' aristmos (Dnl RKords) 185025 

Bee Oees-S«» Wo<wi (Potydor) • 186619 

C Our lady Peace-Omsx (Colurnbiol * 1 89225 

Depeche Mode-Uira (MuM/Rsprl..) 189266 

Meredith Brooks-Slumng The Edgei (Capitol) 189365 
Wu-Tong Clan— Wu-lbng Forevef (RCA/Loud Records)!! ■ 193920 

O Riish— «<ln3ipKtive I 11974 1980) (Mncury) 194472 

Hanson— M«Uh Of NowfHir>(Miimj7) 194480 

O "Grosse Pointe Bkink" — Viotsnt Fsmmes, 

The Oaili. mors (London) • 210005 

hiod the we* sprocket— CoiV [Colutr^] 211110 

Jomes Taylor— HoM- G/oss (ColumhMi) * 2 1 1 1 28 

Cowboy Mouth— An> you VVitl> Me^ (MCA) * 211268 

K<s Choke— fonxfiK In Me (550 Music! * 21 1409 
Prime Cuts: The Best Of Suicidol Tendencies lEpK] O 211870 

Rush— eslniipecftv. II n 98 M 987) (Mercury) 2 1 1 953 
Joe Satriani, Eric Johnson, Stove Vai — C3 

Uye In Concert (Epic) » 21 2373 

Michael Penn-Sesigoed (57 teconls/EP Reold) 212431 

Boelon—CreaUsl Hits (Epic) 212464 
SpiritiMlised— (ocfies And G entlemen 

We Ate Floating In Space IDedicated/Aritta) * 212787 
Jlmmie'k Chicken Shock — fWuno Tlte Salinanillo Emeiope 

(Rocket/ AiMI • 212803 

Megodeth— Crfftfic Writings (CQpitol) 212845 

Sugar Roy— floorsd ILova/AHonlic) n * 21 2(52 

Ron Sexsmsth—Oher Songs (Imerscope) 213298 

O K-Ci A Jojo— lo>e AtMiys (MCA) 213306 

lestB«yi-lo>e, fW«Ndpp.ness IUni.«id|a 213413 

Robyn-RoV '< He^ IRCA) 213488 

O Blink I S2-0uds Rone/. (C0190 Music/MCA) * 21 3959 

Ump BIlUt-Dirss dolor Sil y'o« (Flip/lmmcope) * 114429 

Primus— Broswi Ajbom (Provm Song/lnlerscape) 214437 
"My Best Friefsd's Wmiding''— Oiono King, 

Idny B«nne4t. n>ore (WoA) 214759 
Puff Daddy A The Family— No Way Out 

(Bod eoy/Arfsbl a 215202 
Wyclef Jeon (featuring Refugee AHstars)— 

n.. CornrvJ |8uHkou../Caumb«ir* 215244 

Abra Moore— Strongest Moces [Arista Austin) 215350 

Sister Haiel—. Sa>ne>.4iere Mora FomDior (Universal) e 215376 

Kiss- Ailvei [R«maslsr«j) (Msrcury) ■ 21 5962 
Scorpions— £)Bod)y Sting The Mercory Yean (Merajry) * ■ 213970 

Chris Rock— Bom Suspect (Atlortfic) a 216044 
Missy "Misdemeanor" Elliolt— Supo Di;aa Fly 

(GoldMlnd/sosl«et<)n 216119 
Stevie Roy Voughan A Double Trouble — 

live At Con^at Hoi (Eptc) 217166 

Bockstreet Boys (Enhonctid CD) (Jive) 217273 

-The Full Monty- (RCA Vidof) 217281 
Primol Screom— vtsnlsAing Pornt 

(Crsolion/Reprlssl « 217471 

Fleetwood Moc-Dss Donee (Rsprite) 217869 

311 — Transistor (Copricom) B 218230 

Ponlera— OflKial Irve |E(elmi) a 319287 

Simon A Oorfunkel^ Greatest Hits (Columbio) 2 1 9477 

Moby— I Ijliti To Score lEIektrol e 3 1 9865 
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"HOW DARE you S^IY B>^D THINGS ^BOUT THE 
B/1CKSTREET BOYS! WHAl ARE YOU TRYING TO DO, 

KILL THE/H?" -NikkiHill 




You're ttie One for Ale, Fatty 

Finally there is a music magazine willing 
to alienate its Nirvana/Peari Jam-loving 
readers who are still hanging onto grunge 
by the last thread of their flannel shirts by 
naming the very deserving Dave Mat- 
thews the "King of Rock" [cover, July). 
Misty Nail 

Owensboro, Kenlucky 

Although I am not a "khaki-wearing* high- 
fiver feverishly clutching a "Hi-liter" and 
sporting a "snugly fitting baseball hat," 
I nevertheless grabbed the July issue sole- 
ly for the article on Dave Matthews. Sadly, 
the characterizations of the band bear lit- 
tle resemblance to the group with which 
this humble admirer is familiar. This band 
deserve an insightful, thorough article 
rather than a profile laden with pointless 
and limiting comparisons and unsuccess- 
ful attempts to classify both the fans and 
the marketing appeal of the band. Dave 
Matthews, a "brazenly optimistic Every- 
dude* who plays music a "little like 
R.E.M., a little like Pearl Jam, a little like 
Garth Brooks, a little like Kenny G., a little 
like Babyface, and a little like the Titanic 
soundtrack"? Huh? Perhaps somewhere 
In a parallel universe there exists an article 
about the Dave Matthews Band that is 
actually worth reading. 
Laura Dadgian-O'Rourke 
Marion, Massachusetts 

I can't tell you how much I appreciate 
Dave Matthews portrayed as a human on 
your cover. K makes me wonder when we 
can start to see female rockers with their 
bellies hanging outi 
Jennifer Beck 
Ventura, California 

I am truly appalled to read "Dave 
Matthews Is the King of Rock (who 
knew?)' on the cover. K the Dave 



Matthews Band is considered rock, then 
apparently I've been misinformed as to 
what "rock" is. 
Colleen Ervin 
Dayton, Oftio 

So many groups for whom fame is the 
priority seem like Top 40 factories. 
"Fanfare for the Common Man" not only 
gives the Dave Matthews Band recogni- 
tion for their unique sound, but portrays 
them as they truly are: a bunch of guys 
feelin' the vibe, having a good time, and 
making music. 
Scott y Crowe 
Jekyll Island, Georgia 

K's about time the Dave Matthews Band 
got the attention they deserve. Thank you 
for the article; however, I beg to differ on 
the stereotype of a typical fan as a Gap- 
clad frat boy or sorority girl. I just saw 
them in concert and noticed a very diverse 
crowd. Young, old, preppy, hippie, black, 
and white: Almost anyone can be found at 
a Dave Matthews Band concert. I wish the 
Greek system was not given credit for the 
rise of a band who preach about love, 
happiness, and living life. 
Heather Riehl 
Erie, Pennsylvania 

Dave Matthews is erotic, hypnotic, and 

melt-in-my-mouth delicious. His imagina- 
tion and dedication are so evident in his 
music. When he opens his succulent 
mouth, the lyrics seep into my mind, and 
there is an undeniable explosion that 
slowly trickles though my veins. He's the 
best damn high I've ever experienced. 
Simply put, the man is orgasmic. 
Stephanie Lee Schepers 
Essex, Maryland 

Quit Playing Games IVitti Our Hearts 

I cringe at celebrity slam articles in which 



it is apparent the journalist has spent a kit 
of time yukking K up with their celebrity/ 
victim, only to later print how rotten that 
person is. It doesn't so much make the 
celebrity look bad as it makes the journal- 
ist look like a hypocrite. Maureen Calla- 
han's article "In Bed With the Backstreet 
Boys' [July] is such an article. Personally, 
I found Nick's rude comments about an 
ugly giri to be refreshingly naive and hon- 
est; a more guileful celeb would have 
realized how awful it would come off and 
would have been careful only to say what 
sounds good. So what if Nick's only after 
the hottest babes? So what if he loves to 
gaze in the mirror? I'm not saying it's won- 
derful for him to be a self -centered jerk, 
just that it's no big nevi/s for a teenage guy 
(especially an extremely popular jock boy) 
to be less than an ideal humanitarian. This 
doesn't mean he can't mature to be a fine 
man of depth and good character some 
day. While I'm not an adoring Backstreet 
Boys fan, my ten-year-old daughter is, and 
I'd hate for her to sour on the music just 
because her favorite performer isn't per- 
fect. After all, the boys' voices are good, 
their songs are danceable, and I don't 
need to blush when my daughter sings 
their lyrics in public. 
Sherry Hall 
Bailey, Colorado 

I cannot believe the arrogance of the 
Backstreet Boya. What jerkol Instead of 
appreciating the teens who made them 
popular, they degrade them by ignoring a 
handicapped girl and making fun of a fat 
girl. If it weren't for these giris, the Back- 
street Boys would be nobody. 
Kirsten Hart-Gill 
Gulfport, Mississippi 

I am a 17-year-old Backstreet Boys fan. 
I've never been hysterical at any of the 1 1 
shows I've attended. They don't rule my 
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Danger Is Their Last Name SPiNoniino's 

youthquaking ir^tern Ultragrrl probes nerd-pop 
icons Harvey Danger about 'Flagpole Srtta," 
an unsparing indictment of the premdlennial 
pop culture void— and the smash hit of the 
summer. Plus; How did they deal with louring 
on the hunk-heavy Semisonic bill while Ictttng 
their anti-sex symbol flag fly high? Log on 
September 11 to have all your burning ques- 
tions answered. 

RaKes: Spanish Like Don Quixote With 

World Cup bedlam in the background, DJ Carl 
Cox guided SPINonline through a veritable DJ- 
culture finishing skool. After explaining the 
Spanish roots of rave, Cox provided a pnmer 
for would-be DJs on how to avoid becoming a 
victim of invisible electronica artist's syndrome. 
Log on to SPINonline September 25 for step- 
by-step instructions. 

Les l^ery Stfrlish Filles From the Runaways 

to Suzy Quatro to the Shangra-Las, saucy vix- 
ens in bands have been the gutttlest of plea- 
sures. So even though Mom told us not to. we 
sneaked smokes with the latest bad girls, the 
Donnas and the Priuteens. If you go to Spin 
Style Online, we'll let you eavesdrop on what 
they told us about one of the most volatile 
compounds known to man— leather and lace. 

Sound-Off An e-mail from JJota'S^ aol.com 
made us realize what stalking the Backstreet 
Boys IS realty all about After spinning a tangled 
web of intrigue, she makes things right between 
Nick and the wheelchair-bound fan from the 
Spin article ("In Bed Wrth the Backstreet Boys," 
July]. JJota finishes with a girl asking her, "Why 
do you look so happy?' To which she smiles 
and responds, "Because my heart was just 
kissed." Who says romance is dead? 

SPINdttX The debate rages on in the Spin 
offices. Did Courtitey Love sell out her music 
cred when she became a "Big Hollywood 
Star"? Will you pay $15.95 for Malibu Court- 
ney's CD? Log on to SPINonline, feature, to 
post on our message boards or e-mail SPIN- 
tronic@aol.com to give your opinion. 




Superstar The DJ Carl Cox Stoiy 
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life, though they certainly are a big part of 
It. In regard to comments about Nick, who 
can blame him? What else can you 
expect from an 18-year-old guy? He's my 
fave, but he's such a little prick I some- 
times wonder why I like him. I wouldn't be 
surprised if he had thrown an autograph 
back at a fan. If he had done that to me I'd 
probably have had a go at him, but it 
wouldn't put me off. Perhaps he was 
annoyed at having to face screaming girls 
all day. Fans should realize the Boys are 
just like anyone else. They get annoyed, 
tired, and may treat you badly when 
they're down. 
Sara Watson 
Cheshire, England 

We all knew from the beginning Spin 
would never endorse a pop group-let 
alone a "boy band"— but then why bother 
to write this article? It's only disillusioned 
many young girls. In fact, I was at the 
House of Blues show with the "not-so- 
pretty" girl. Nick was not laughing and 
Howie did not look the least bit upset to 
dance with her. Rather, it is you who have 
upset this poor girl because she probably 
read the article and is crying her eyes out 
right now. Please remember the old say- 
ing, "If you don't have anything nice to 
say, don't say anything at all.* 
Brenda Keane 
Staten Island, New York 

The Backstreet Boys make me sick. What 
planet do they live on where it is okay to 
publicly put down girls because they are 
overweight? Perhaps it hasn't dawned on 
them they are role models. They should 
be ashamed of themselves. 
Rebecca Laurie 
Petham, Massachusetts 

A lot of fans probably read your July issue 
and started to cry. If I were the Backstreet 
Boys, I would slap a legal suit on you 
faster than you could say "Backstreet 
Boys." I'm sure all their other fans are 
with me when I say, "Your magazine is 
nothing but trash." 
Becky Dymond 
Duryea, Pennsylvania 

Thank you so much for printing the article 
on the Backstreet Boys. I am getting tired 
of reports that make them sound like Boy 
Scouts. It's good to know they can be 
cruel and do the same things and think 
the same thoughts as everyone else their 
age does. 
Martha Perault 
Massillon, Ohio 

That handicapped girl should be happy 
one of the Backstreet Boys even talked 
to her. So many girls would love to have 
one of the Backstreet Boys look at 
them— let alone talk to them. Just be- 
cause she is handicapped does not 
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HOSTILITY, INC.: 

HE'S NOT JUST THE PRESIDENT 

Ah, nothing smells better than that warm 
summer scent of freshly rising talent 
["Straight Out Limpin'," July). Korn on the 
cob, hot buttered soul Bizkits, swatting at 
Soulftys all aftemoon. It's B.Y.O.T, y'all. 
Here's hoping Talent comes in kegs for the 
new Pillsbury's Best: four tummy-poked 
hip-hop/heavy metal remoras (and one 
more obligatory evil guy with red hair) out to 
test their white-bread appeal by sopping up 
some good ol' greasy-peasy ghetto funk 
gravy wit a big ol' Bizkit. 

Liberating the Tommy Hilfiger/Nautica 
masses with "lifelong tastes for breakdanc- 
ing and Donna Summer," Limp Bizkit 
'linger" Frederick Durst serves up proof 
white tx)ys wit soul will always rule da world. 
And you ain't worth a three dollar bill if you 
ain't bustin' your way 'cross four or more 
genres like a finely tuned Cuisinarl But 
when your band has the ability to actually 
dumb down a George-funking-Michael 
pop anthem, it's time to look in the mirror, 
grab your new Gillette Mach3, and one- 
stroke your jugular. 

Lucky for Spin, the Beach House was in 
Nu-Jersey this summer. You could just limp 
over for a quick story idea. Maybe that 
explains the two-page spread. It certainly 
does not explain why a "hip" and "edgy" 
magazine would take a shot at the most 
obvious target on the planet: the Back- 
street Boys. Which one is the genuinely 
greater evil: Ebonics-wielding aggro- 
"Poseurs" for the testosterone-addled or 
candy-coated hairless chests for pre-pube 
hotties? At least the Boys aren't in denial 
about who writes their songs. And I bet my 
JNCOsthal if Maureen Callahan were to 
hang out with the Biz, she'd hear some- 
thing a Tad Friendly worse than character- 
izing a girl as "not so pretty." 

So, c'mon. Spin, Cool Britannia loves 
Boy Bands. Are we suddenly too highbrow 
for the ol' chaps? You've already pulled off 
the impossible: I'm sticking up for (the 
innocuous-in-comparison)song-and-dance 
pinups. Which means, if what you say 
about Backstreet Boy fans is true, I'm feel- 
ing kinda gay (and lovin' it). 

It doesn i matter who you are, 

Where you 're Irom, 

What you do. 

As long as you love me, 

Tony Stockton 
Roanoke, Virginia 



mean she deserves special treatment. 
All the Backstreet fans agree the 
Backstreet Boys are not as mean as 
you portray them. 
Danielle Trimble 
Fort Monroe, Virginia 

How dare you say bad things about the 
Backstreet Boysl What are you trying to 
do, kill them? 
NikkiHill 

Louisville, Kentucky 

You totally trashed the Backstreet Boys. 

The article must be fake. First of all, 

Nick doesn't like tuna, and second, 

Kevin is 26, not 27. 

Jessica Grilfith 

Glen Burnie, Maryland 

Not only does Maureen Callahan go out 
of her way to make derogatory remarks 
about the guys, but her description of 
their fans is insulting and condescend- 
ing. Odd, isn't she insinuating that's 
how the Boys treat their fans? 
Angela Johnston 
Baton Rouge, Louisiana 

Your article has outraged many Back- 
street Boys fans and has prompted 
some to become ex-fans. Even though 
we scream in their ears and try to steal 
their personal belongings, they still love 
us. The Backstreet Boys are incredible 
human beings who care a lot about 
people and each other. 
Wendi Zavatsky 
Arlington, Texas 

You may have received letters from 
many upset young, frustrated, and 
crazed girls. I suggest you ignore them. 
Those girts are living in a dream world. 
Don't get me wrong, I'm a big Back- 
street Boys fan myself. I own the "All 
Access' videos, three of their CDs, and 
have posters on my walls, and a scrap 
folder with articles and pictures. I love 
the Boys, but these fans think they are 
perfect. Give them a break, ladies! 
Screaming in their faces, allowing them 
no private life, asking them to sign a bil- 
lion autographs (you know these guys 
have Carpal Tunnel by now), and flash- 
ing cameras nonstop in their faces— all 
of this must get on their nerves at some 
point. Let's face reality: The Boys are 
only boys. 
Mako Blevens 
Wichita, Kansas 

Big Trend Bust! 

I knew when I saw your cover blurb. 
"Big Trend! Ex-Junkie Poseurs" [July), 
I was in for trouble. The accompanying 
article, "Ex Games,' makes me sick- 
and I'm not talking dope-sick. Lily 
Burana writes: "In truth, there's nothing 
singularly spectacular about recover- 



ing.' Ask my family, my friends, and the 
other people who didn't have to attend 
my funeral. My recovery, like my drug use, 
is my life, not my lifestyle. I didn't shoot 
dope to impress you and didn't get clean 
to glorify what I can only describe as 
despair and degradation. It wasn't "art" 
and it wasn't noble. The fact that past suf- 
fering and humiliation gives recovering 
addicts some kind of ridiculous cachet 
among insipid, trend-mongering voyeurs 
is laughably pathetic. Not to mention 
recklessly irresponsible. 
Mike Palkowski 
Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania 

I am an ex-user and have contracted 
Hepatitis C as a result. I now have an 
incurable disease that has totally 
screwed up my life. Yet, somehow, in "Ex 
Games," addiction and recovery seem 
glamorous. You cite people such as the 
laughable Scott Weiland and the lame- 
ass white-bread idiot Jerry Stahl. Why not 
have the guts to talk to those people who 
have lost everything, who have track 
marks that look like flesh was skinned 
from their arms, who look decades older 
than they are, who live on the street. 
Instead you talk with Rhonda Weiss, a 
clueless phony bitch in a possum coat, 
who takes your writer on a vomit tour of 
New York City. Yeah, I've exchanged hor- 
ror stories with other ex-addicts. But to 
think people actually brag about how big 
their track marks are! Of course losers 
have the art of kidding themselves down 
pat. But must you devote space to these 
brain-dead people? 
Silver Morrison 
East Oakland, California 

"Ex Games" makes some valid points, but 
they are dulled by Spin's staggering 
hypocrisy. While berating the media for • 
focusing on the tales of ex-heroin 
addicts, you are simply using the article 
as an excuse to use "Ex-Junkie* in a 
headline. If I could peruse your archives 
for inten/iews with ex-heroin addict musi- 
cians, I am sure I would find them littered 
with enlarged quotes printed indiscreetly 
and only for shock value. 
Al Shipley 

Rehoboth, Delaware 

D.i.y. R.I.P. 

Thank you for the article about Maximum 
RocknRolfs Tim Yohannan ['This Was 
Hardcore," July). If it had been the pass- 
ing of any other well-known punk, I'd be 
writing to Maximum RocknRoll itself. You 
made me cry over a man I both revered, 
reviled, and eventually consigned to a 
page of my own personal punk history. 
Jessica Cicale 
Ulster Park, New York 

Even if I were a major-label-hating-vegan- 
anarchist-feminist-chainsmoker, I still 
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wouldn't have agreed with everything 
Maximum RocknRoll printed. However, 
Tim Yohannan needs to be remembered 
and Maximum RocknRoll was important 
His contributions to the punit scene and 
D.I.Y. ethic are incalculable. 
Dai's Johnson 
Walnut Creek, California 

Negative Feedback 

Oeah Massa Spin: Dem niggers sho' is 
spooky [Tricky and Witchdoctor review, 
Reviews, July]. Done worked some ofay 
ass, huh? BrrrrrrI Makeum Massa Norris 
write sum ovahextended matafurrs de 
laik we ain' nevah seen befo'l An hopes 
we ain' gon' see agin! 
James Hannaham 
New York, New York 

Unfinished Business 

Your recent review of the late Jeff Buck- 
ley's posthumous release. Sketches for 
My Sweetheart the Drunk [Reviews, 
July], was so far over the edge I feel com- 
pelled to offer a more objective opinion. It 
is disheartening when a man as talented 
and sincere as Jeff Buckley is dismissed 
as being nothing more than a dead and 
overrated rock-star cliche: 'Sketches is 
more unneeded proof that, in rock'n'roll, 
dead men ultimately tell whatever tales 
they've committed to tape, no matter how 
inconsequential or unfinished." Although 
it is briefly acknowledged that Sketches 
is merely that— sketches in preparation 
for what was to be an upcoming album— it 
seems as though your reviewer forgets to 
consider that these songs and fragments 
of songs were recorded at a pivotal cre- 
ative moment in his life. While some of 
the more experimental 4-track recordings 
are harder to adjust to, the majority of this 
double CD represents the honest musi- 
cal grace Jeff Buckley had always given 
his fans. Even as sketches, these songs 
carry your heart off to a place that very 
few artists have the power to do. 
Sarah James 
Ottawa, Ontario, Canada 

IVinltleman: Straight, No Chaser 

I can't explain how great it feels to read the 
article on DJ Josh Wink ["Dreads at the 
Controls," July]. At every comer, I come 
across more and more people who say 
they use drugs "just to help with the feel- 
ing of the music." There are few people 
left who are entranced and enchanted by 
music and, like Josh Wink, don't do drugs. 
Marisa Brit 
Burbank, CalHomia 

Oltay, You're AW Idiots 

I want to thank Sean Landers [Genius 
Lessons] for being an asshole. I live 
in the butt crack of the U.S.A. in a 
farming/retirement community that's 
neighboriy and nicey-nice. It makes me 




Cock, paper, scissors: Victoria and Brittany of 
Cape Coral, Rorlda, show us the Devil may care. 

sick. I feel trapped in Care Bear Land or 
Bameyville. Every month I receive Spin in 
the mail, and I turn straight to the last 
page to get a healthy dose of cynical 
remarks and blatant indifference. 
Brandi Brock 
Longford, Kansas 

Dear Sean: You act as if you are an Intel- 
lectual. You seem to get some twisted 
pleasure in repeatedly commenting on 
the half-wittedness of the youth of Amer- 
ica, when, ironically, it's your stupidity that 
never ceases to amaze me. I have you 
completely figured out: The reason you 
are so bitter is because you are a grumpy, 
senile old man who is not getting any. You 
have to beg your readers to send you 
naked pictures of themselves in a des- 
perate attempt to get it up. Furthermore, 
I saw through your quitting stunt. But I bet 
the mail didn't pour in as quickly as you 
expected. So I've got a couple of Genius 
Lessons for you, buddy: 1 ) Your cutesy 
little drawings can't save the useless shit 
you write next to them; 2) We will some 
day run the country while you and your 
shuffleboard buddies just sit around and 
watch time creep by; 3) You are the idiot 
Jaclyn Blaisdell 
Lee, Massachusetts 

WrKe Going Postal, 205 Lexington Ave., New 
Yorfc, NY t0016, or e-mail splnonllne9aol.com. 
Always Include your full name and phoiw 
number for vertflcatton. Letters may be edited 
for length and clertty 

Want a back Issue of Spin? Cite the Issue by 
month and year, Include your address, and 
send credit card Into, check, or money order 
for $7 ($S International) to: ISI-SPIN, 30 Mont- 
gomery St, Jersey Ctty; NJ 07302. Pfease 
allow 4-e weeks for delivery. You may also 
call (800) 544-6748 or e-mall your requests to 
IslQwwwmaoxom. 
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Dw man who said no to Madonna: Nonnan Cook. 



DJ ECONOMICS 101 

Who makes easier money: DJs or rock 
bands? Fatboy Slim breaks it down 

There was once a time when bands held the patent on the dollar-grabbing, drug- 
scoring, sex-gobbling rocl^'nVoll lifestyle. But thanks to increased competition for 
music fans' money, the ever-increasing obsolescence of the guitar, and other highfa- 
lutin porno cultural theories, the DJ is King. Or at least rich: With minimal overhead and 
no pesky bandmates to share the cash with, the anonymous figure behind the turnta- 
bles is boss of the bucks as well as the beats. 

Norman "Fatboy Slim' Cook is uniquely placed to compare and contrast the eco- 
nomics of being in a band versus being a DJ. As a member of the Housemartins, 
Beats International, and Freakpower, he spent more than a decade touring and record- 
ing with a band. As the hugely successful DJ and producer Fatboy Slim, he has made 
enough cash {i.e., $48,000 for two days' remix work with Bootsy Collins) to turn down 
a remix job on Madonna's "Ray of Light." "I was fed up being the (continued) 
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(continued) bridesmaid instead of 
the bride," he says, grinning. 

With his second Fatboy Slim 
album, the supremely dumb but 
totally fun You Ve Come a Long 
Way, Baby, out this month. Cook 
gives the lowdown on the high 
finance of making dance music 
in the late '90s. "Can I just pref- 
ace this by saying the whole 
money thing is boring," he says 
chirpily. "I'm not doing this for the 
money.' ouughcuah 



R4TBOy SLIM EXPMINS H^HERE THE /MONEY GOES: 

H /s 



The Album 

$25 The entire budget for the new Fatboy Slim aJbum is the cost of two 
DAT tapes. The good thing is you don't have to talk people Into playing on 
your record. Before, If I wanted to make an album with reaJly good people, 
I'd have to say to the record company: "Can I have $300,000 please?" 

The Video 

$150,000 For "The Rockafeller Skank" I came to an uneasy compromise 
with the record company: I'll do the video as long as Tm barely in it. I'm not 
a glamour face. That's one of the reasons I like being a DJ: I don't have to 
stand onstage and try not to look bald. 

Tbe Gross Fee (Per Gig) 

$32,000 As Fatboy Slim I was offered [and turned down] $32,000 to play 
a Versace fashion show in New York. That, plus two first-class flights from 
London, and a week's stay at a top hotel. I don't like doing torporate" 
events. Tom and Ed [the Chemical Brothers] did a Red Hot Chili Peppers 
after-show party, and they got taken off after half an hour. 

The Road Crew (Per Show) 

$115 If I'm doing a gig in England, it's just me and my mate Ginger Tim. 
He gets $115 for driving, but he only has to drive home. I mainly pay him 
not to get drunk. When I'm abroad he carries the records into the venue 
because there are always lots of people looking at you, and if I'm strug- 
gling through the dancefloor with big boxes of records, it looks a bit crap. 

The Rider 

$21 My rider is a bottle of a vodka and a liter of orange juice, though at 
certain clubs there are other "extras." At one London club I get two E's and 
a gram of coke, on top of the vodka and orange. If there's only one person 
playing your venue, you can afford to spoil them. 

Rehearsals 

$0 Rehearsing? As a DJ? I do absolutely nothing! Spending money on 
records is possibly the closest I get to jamming for inspiration, but I get 
sent most of the records I want. I also get into clubs for free. I spend 
maybe $240 for 'refreshments,' but I would have done that anyway. 

The Corporate Whore Stuff 

$3,200 During the "lean years' I was asked to write the music for a Smurfs 
computer game, but I couldn't finish it. My manager said, "I need you to do 
something because I've already gotten $800 and can't give it back." So 
I deliberately made the music worse, and they never used tt 



$240,000 That's what the last Freakpower album cost But we did record 
it in the Bahamas and mix it at Peter Gabriel's Real World studios. Then we 
trashed that version and remixed it in Los Angeles. 



$32,000 1 think that's the most Freakpower spent on a video. It was for a clip 
of "Get in Touch." The whole t>and flew out to San Francisco for the shooL 



$24,000 Freakpower got at>out this much to headline this big festival in 
SwTtzeHand. Bush were on first, then B.B. King, then the Red Hot Chili Pep- 
pers, then us. Being Swiss, they said, "You sold more albums in Switzeriand 
last year than those other artists, therefore you are headlining." But you've 
got all those crew costs, and the cash gets split betv^n band n>embers. 

$3,200 With Freakpower we'd have a crew of up to seven people, 
including a tour manager, two drivers, two engineers, a lighting engineer, 
and roadie— plus a hired coach to get everyone to the gig. 



$320 Freakpower had hot meals for 14, snacks for a crew of seven, 
two bottles of vodka, one bottle of tequila, a case of premium beer, And 
general buffet stuff. 



$1,000 Rehearsing a band takes at least four days— each non-barxi num- 
ber gets $1 60 per day Other costs include rehearsal studio, transporting 
gear, and getting an engineer to set it up. For the $1,000 you get to hang 
out in a dingy basement studio and drink shit coffee out of Styrofoam cups. 

$112,000 When Levi's used Freakpower's "Turn On, Tune In, Cop Out" 
in a commercial, we got six figures. But half went to the record company 
because we owed them so much money. We never broke even. 
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INCO/MING 

New artists: the good, the t>ad, the soon-to-be unavoidable 

1 -fl Anouk Together Alone (Columbia) If teenage boys could genetically engineer a rock 
goddess, they'd conjure up someone like Anouk. This hard-rocker sounds like Ann Wilson, 
looks like Claudia Schiffer, and has the potential to be Holland's most popular export since, 
um, lingerie model Frederique. 

1 -B The Surfers Songs From the Pipe (Epic) The Pitch: Two studly surf champs (and one 
former MTV sports host) decide to make a record. The Catch: Their unsurfy stoner rock is 
awfully mopey for guys who spend their days judging bikini contests in Hawaii, 
t -C Snowpony The Slow Motion World of Snowpony (Radioactive) Tasteful beats, a sup- 
ple female croon, and atmosphere to spare, courtesy of former members of Stereolab and My 
Bloody Valentine. Prime material for an Urban Outfitters mix CD. 

2-n Sonlchroim Breathe the Daylight (Capitol) Not to be confused with Semisonic, although 
they probably will be. This likable-if-unoriginal SoCal trio pump out the same radio-friendly power 
pop as Fastball, et al. Soon to headline the upcoming Monsters of Innocuous Pop tour. 
2-B Nicole Renee Nicole Renee (Atlantic) The Julliard-schooled, opera-trained Renee 
sets herself apart from generic R&B divas by writing and producing an unusual soul-funk 
fusion. There's even lit-major booty talk: Her "rockin' chair don't stop," if you catch her drift 

2- C 8-1/2 Souvenirs Happy Feet (RCA/Victor) These Austin, Texas-based lindy-hoppers 
set themselves apart from the neo-swing legions by being more interested in Serge Gains- 
bourg than zoot suits. And they like to sing in French. 

3- R The Aluminum Group Piano (Minty Fresh) If you're still brokenhearted over the 
demise of Aztec Camera and Orange Juice, this one's for you. Chicago brothers John and 
Frank Navin make classic indiepop, complete with strings and Edwyn Collins-esque vocals. 
3-8 Mary Cutrufello When the Night Is Through (Mercury) Because she's a dreadlocked, 
guitar-playing black woman, Cutrufello is often compared to Tracy Chapman. But this 
singer/guitarist plays countrified rock more akin to the music of Steve Earie and the Boss. 
3-C Orgy Candyass (Elementree/Reprise) Kom's first signing to ttieir Elementree label, tfiese 
NIN-s^ techno-gripers will also amp-up Kom's Family Values tour this fall, nuccr r 
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When we asked Dan Schindler and a group of his fellow cadets from the Virginia Military Institute to try the new Norelco Advantage 
Razor for 21 days, they were rather skeptical But then after giving it a chance, they liked how the Advantage released a special 
shaving lotion which set up their beards for an unexpectedly close shave without the nicks and cuts of a blade. It also 
gave them the feeling of a refreshing, wet shave. But don't take their word for it, test it for yourself. If you don't 
make it part of your routine after 21 days, we'll give your money back, guaranteed. tflE^CT?TiTtnW?t^ 
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BACKSTAGE PASS 

Gossip! Scandall 

Rumors! And other juicy dish 



How do rock stars spend their 
summer vacation? Partying, 
naturally. At a private shindig at 
Manhattan's Moomba-a Leo- 
approved downtown reslau- 
rant-the Third Eye Blind 
boys (and the women who love 
them) kicked back following 
the band's sold-out show at 
the Hammerstein Ballroom. 
SeH-consciously sludly front- 
man Stephan Jenkins and 
his willowy arm attachment, 
actress and Hollywood babe 
du your Charlize 'Theron (dating supermodels is 
apparently pass6) schmoozed into the early-morning 
hours with unlikely fan Harvey Welnsteln. "Steve's 
band is great,' said the chain-smoking Miramax mogul, 
while waiting in line for the men's room. "They've got a 
new sound that's really exciting. But I'm off-duty now!" 
Later, the happy couple shared their secret to maintain- 
ing a long-distance relationship: "You have to plan 
everything," said Theron, who racks up thousands of 
frequent-flyer miles in order to protect her boyfriend 
from overzealous groupies. "She's about to become a 
security issue!" Jenkins said. "You know why she's with 
me?" he confided. "Because I'm the only guy who's 
not intimidated by her in heels." Which settles rumors 
that the 5' 9" South African actress— who was in New 
York City filming Miramax's The Yards with Mark 
Wahlberg and Joaquin Phoenbt-is only with him to 
get her hands on a green card.... 

The night before the Lilrth Fair strolled through town, 
founder Sarah McLachlan was feted at the swank 
Boathouse in Manhattan's Central Park by grandfatherly 
Arista president Clive Davis— on "my day off," she com- 
plained. According to the invitation, the reason for the 
party was because "her music has touched our souls." 
In other words, "Her music has made us stinking rich." 
'Surfacing has gone triple platinum!" crowed Davis, 
who gave an inspired, if seemingly endless speech to 
assembled guests, who included McLachlan's purple- 
haired drummer/hubby, JVshwin Sood, and Lillth band- 
wagon jumper Uz Phalr. The crowd, surprisingly 
devoid of other Fair maidens, was heavy on media 
elites, which may explain Phair's presence. She was 
doggedly promoting her new album.... 

What woukl Martha Stewart think? At his surreal Fourth 
of July bartwcue in East Hampton, Long Island— wtiere 
he just acquired a very Gatsby-esque seaside summer 
frame- Sean "Puffy* Combs welcomed guests such as 
Mike lyson, Def Jam cofounder Russell Stmmoiu, and 
Interscope bigwig Ted Field with a basketful of "special* 
brownies. As if that wasn't special enough. Puffy also had 
a masseuse, henna artist, and Mister Softee ice cream 
truck on hand. Ironically, not long ago this very same Bad 
Boy was criticizing then-Motown Records honcho Jkndre 
Hairell for spending all his time in the Hamptons and, 
hence, losing touch with "the street." Ul' Kim made quite 
the diva entrance in a bk>nd wig, white Jackie O. shades, 
and a skintight Chanel bodysuit that showcased her 
recent boob job. Her entourage included her Juntor 





Trophy date: 
Stephan Jenkins 
and Charfize 
Theron, far left 

Life's a tweyatch: 
Ul' Nm and 
Diamond catch 
some rays, alxne. 

I'm your carxiy 
man: Puffy with 
basket of 'Special" 
brownies, left 



MJLFJJL cohorts and her Gucci -collared pet puppy, 
Diamond. Kim announced her new roles as a Candies 
shoe model as well as president of Queen Bee Records, 
a gift from her major-label distributor, Atlantic Records. 
"I wanna record with Madonna. I love the old Madonna. 
You know, 'Holiday' and 'Express Yourself'," Kim said of 
pop-oriented plans for her upcoming second album, 
which apparently won't cover the same sexual ized terri- 
tory as her 1996 debut. Hard Core. "A giri can't wear 
the same dress twice." Following an impromptu lawn 
dance by Puffy's cute four-year-old son, Justin, who 
has inherited Daddy's love for being the center of atten- 
tion, Kim changed the course of hip-hop history. She 
kissed and made up with Cheryl Flowers, the (literally) 
powerful manager of Faith Evans— widow of the 
Notorious B.I.G., Kim's former Svengali/married 
boyfriend— who once duked it out with Kim outside of 
Hariem's Apollo Theater. "Life's too short H's all about 
love now," Flowers said of the spontaneous reunion as 
she searched in vain f or the M.I.A. host Alas, Puffy was 
exhausted from a night of DJing (putting his own No 
Way Out in the CD player, then pressing "Play") and 
dancing with models till 5 A.M at nearby club N V Tsuna- 
mi. He had long ago retired for what someone said was 
either "a beauty nap" or "a booty nap." The brownie 
basket was nowhere in sight uaas Patrick mmuN 



BANDS M/HO'LL STOOP 
TO/INyTHINGTOBE ON W 
.JODAV ON JENNYS. 

Today's topic on The Jenny Jones Show is 'Teen 
Makeovers," which the ever-fly Usher definitely does 
not need. The singer is crooning "U Make Me Wanna" 
in front of a screaming studio audience. After hitting 
one last high note, he opens his arms wide and 
squeals, "Jen-nnny! Where you at, baby?" Syndicated 
television's un-funkiest talk-show host rushes onstage 
for a hug. "Usher!" she shouts. "So cool. So cool!" 

Apparently fueled by the premise that musical inter- 
ludes—like plastic surgery, special effects, and hot 
cocoa— make everything better, Jones's eight-year-old 
"issue-oriented" talk show has become a surreal haven 
for musical acts that seemingly subscribe to the notion 
that any TV exposure is good TV exposure. After a two- 
season test run littered with has-t}eens (the Mary Jane 
Giris), ah-rock nobodies (Jackopierce), and Chicago- 
area bar bands (the Mac-A-Ronis), the show has 
recently upped the musical ante, somehow attracting 
such platinum-sellers as Usher and K-Ci and Jo-Jo. 

"We want what's young, hot and hip," says Femita 
Wynn, music booker for Jenny Jones, which explains 
the presence of a number of successful R&B and hip- 
hop artists, many of whom would be hard-pressed to 
score gigs on such white-bread bastions as The 
Tonight Show. But this does not explain such certifi- 
able bottom-feeders as the Fabulous Thunderbirds 
and Eddie Money, both of whom have played in recent 
months. "We'll book just about anyone, if people 
around the office like them," Wynn says. Enter fallen 
alt-rock heroes Dinosaur Jr, who appeared with 
"Mothers Who Party With Their Daughters." 

Whatever the act a spot on Jenny offers access to 
a mass market, if not a particularly cool one. Rappers 
have taken to disses such as "your shit belongs on 
Jenny Jones,' but according to one major-label pub- 
licist, "As long as the performer isn't onstage with the 
panelists, we don't worry about them looking stupid." 
Maybe they should: There's a certain stoopid-by- 
association effect when an audience gives H up for 
Big Daddy Kane and "Former Nerds With New Atti- 
tudes" in the same hour. 

"I let bands know what the topic is going to be, 
and if they're not comfortable with it we pick another 
date," says Wynn. "More often than not, the artists 
are fans." Indeed, Dinosaur Jr's management con- 
firms "an affinity for the show." 'People forget," Wynn 
says, that Jenny used to be a drummer in an all-giri 
band (the Cover Giris). She also used to sing 
backup for Wayne Newton. Really.* ZEV e 




Jenny; Jenny wtw can I turn toT: 
Usher, left on Jenny Jonas. 
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1 Road rules: membcfs of the Pietesters and Bouncing Souls. 

2 All I want Is your autograph: Randd's Brett Reed and fan. 

3 There's somettiing about Larry: a tioy and his hair gel. 

4 Oner the edge: skate champ Steve Cal>allero. 

5 Tattooed love boys: Tot>y Morse of H20, left, ar>d frtand. 

6 Bridge over troubled teenageis: Jay Wtisllay and Undsay McOougal of 
Frenzal Rhomb. 



BRAIN SPOniNG Soul Coughing's new album is a neurotic paradox you can dance to 



In the overcrowded basement of New York City's 
Knitting Factory, M. Doughty of Soul Coughing begs 
for rejection. "Heckle me— I mean it" tie says 
between reading poems from his self-published 
chapbook, Slanky, to an audience of nerdy men 
with wallet chains, who are clearly Soul Coughing 
fans, and beautiful women in business suits and 
black dresses, who are a complete mystery. 

Soul Coughing's frontman has come home, 
with everything complicated and uncomfortable 
that coming home entails. The Knitting Factory, the 
city's mecca of avant experimentation, is where he 
met his bandmates, drummer Yuval Gabay, bassist 
Sebastian Steinberg, and keyboardist Mark De Gli 
Antoni, in 1992, while working as a doorman. The 
venue provided the band with their first gigs. 
Tonight, the waifish poetry event organizer is 
mocking Doughty's dancing while introducing him, 
betraying either an intimate history or a stunning 
lapse of taste. Doughty squirms and looks uncom- 
fortable, while at the same time seeming to 



enjoy squirming and looking uncomfortable. 

He's an unlikely rock star, an overgrown army 
brat with short blond hair, glasses, and a cartoon- 
ish laugh. He attracts passionate criticism: Re- 
viewers have attacked his voice (too nasal), his 
lyrics (too arty), and, of course, his dancing (too 
goofy). And that's just a warm-up. "The New York 
Press called me Eminently strangleable," 
Doughty says, sighing. "Can you believe that?" 

Actually, yes. Everything lovable and/or despi- 
cable about Soul Coughing distills and concen- 
trates in the lanky frontman. He is all about para- 
doxes that live in uneasy coexistence, both 
personally and aesthetically. So it's easy to see 
why some people react violently to this grab bag 
of skill and sloppiness, highbrow and low. 

The band's new album. El Oso, Is unlikely to 
leave many listeners on the sidelines. The group's 
collaborative songwriting process has yielded 
another disc (their third) of tight beats, outlandish 
soundscapes, and superb musician- (continued) 



Wetielos or Eagle Scouts?: From left, Mark De Qli Antoni, Sebastian Steinberg, M. Dought)^ and YUval Gabayi 
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(continued) ship. Some of the tracks are more 
accessible than those on, for example, the band's 
debut. Ruby Vroom, while others remain willfully 
obscure. And although Soul Coughing have built a 
strong following for their live shows, the music has 
never been particularly radio-friendly, a situation 
their label, Warner Bros., hopes to change with 
this album. 

'Our record company says, 'We have a lot of 
faith in you guys," bassist Steinberg says, 'V/hich 
becomes more and more loaded." 

"They're primed to reach their biggest audi- 
ence yet," enthuses Peter Rauh, Warner Bros, 
vice president of marketing. "This is the futurel" 
How could a band not feel the pressure? 

Soul Coughing should have an easier time 
wooing airplay on this outing. Although their last 
album. Irresistible Bliss, consisted mostly of love 
songs, the passion was expressed through lyrics 
about mathematics, corporate takeovers, and nar- 
colepsy This time, the love is more direct. In his 
spare, antiseptic Manhattan apartment, Doughty 



says, "I was trying not to write love songs this time 
around." He snatches up a copy of the new CD 
and scans the song titles. "I failed." He traces a 
finger along the track listings. "Let's see," he 
says, *Uh, drug song, fame song, love song, can't 
specify, kind of love song, kind of love song, tan- 
gentially love song, sort of a love song." He trails 
off, and his goofy laugh bubbles up. "Kind of a 
disappointment, isn't it?" He shrugs. "I am a man 
of love." 

Back in the Knitting Factory's basement. 
Doughty is giving vent to everything that makes 
him a target for criticism and affection. "I'm seri- 
ous about the heckling," he says. "I want itl" But 
the crowd's shouts and hoots are friendly, and 
the one woman who yells an actual insult receives 
angry glares from the people around her. She 
ducks behind a pillar. The audience shifts its 
attention back to the stage, only to find Doughty 
shielding his eyes from the lights, searching in 
the darkness for the one woman who gave him 
what he wanted, brendan baber 



I'm the OJ. he's the 'director': OJ Shadow; right, and James Lavelle of UNKLE. 




Manufactured Diva Alert 

Further proof that pop stars are 
made, not bom. is the overnight 
musical success of a 15-yeai-old 
British model named BilUe 
Piper. Radiatmg giggly cool in 
a ubiquitous campaign o( print 
and TV ads for the irreverent 
U.K. pop bible Swash Hits. 
Piper— with her Mariah-like good 
looks — caught the eye of an 
A&R rep at Virgin Records. She 
brought her m for a chat, figuring 
Piper would be perfect as the inaugural artist on Virgin's new 
teen imprint. Irmocent Records. The fact that Piper could actu- 
ally smg seemed to be a happy acadent. Deciding the visually 
driven U K. market would respond to Piper's high Q-factor, 
Innocent, in July, released a single, the naggingly catchy call- 
and-response teen anthem. "Because We Want To." Seven 
days later it was No. 1. Virgin America seems to think it's got a 
hit on its hands as well: It's readying her album Honey 2 The 
B. for an early 1999 release. And what are Piper's thoughts 
on this nanosecond leap to pop stardom? "I'm just sort nf m 
average teenager. " Jonathan 




THE MEN FROM UNKLE 

An all-star collective brings art rock to beatheads 



Back when trip-hop was in its infancy and London's Mo' Wax was 
the underground label leading the way, Mo' CEO James Lavelle had 
a humble idea— form a collective with the best dance, rock, and hip- 
hop artists of the day, and release a record of G-force impact "We 
wanted to do an album that wasn't just about our time but had the past, 
the present, and the future to it," Lavelle says, "one that would reflect 
a certain lifestyle." Five years later, the resultant Psyence Fiction 
does just that, and the world it captures is of some suburban tomor- 
rowland— a place where skate kids on hard drugs read Dostoyevsky 
while waiting for the latest software "cracks" to download. 

A seamless mix of hip-hop, ethereal beatscapes, and blurry drug- 
rock. Psyence Fiction offers a run of celebrity cameos including 
Beastie Boy Mike D. Metallica's Jason Newsted, and Thom Yorke of 
Radiohead. Experimental hip-hop luminary DJ Shadow sculpted the 
music, so what, exactly, did non-musician Lavelle contribute? Though 
he's credited alongside Shadow as "producer," he didn't even touch a 
mixing board. "It's like the relationship of a director to a movie,* Lavelle 
says. "I chose the cast. And chose the best' 

"James has always been an ideas man," says Shadow, who 
recorded 1996's Endtroducing... for Mo' Wax. "He felt I could trans- 
late his thoughts into sound. It's an extension of the relationship I've 
had vi/ith James since I first talked to him over five years ago. He was 
spouting an endless stream of obscure references and I was one of 
the few people who knew what he was talking about." 

Shadow's music, with its movie-derived samples about furies, 
souls, heavens, and devils, has a Gothic flavor; with Psyence 
Fiction, this solemnity has blossomed into full-blown prog rock. 
"Mad" Richard Ashcroft of the Verve howls about his 'Lonely Soul" 
over moody strings, while Thom Yorke ends the album with 'Rabbit 
in Your Headlights," a bruised ana from the edge of a fading con- 
sciousness. "1 was surprised at how emotionally involved people 
were willing to get," Shadow says. "Thom did the whole thing in one 
take. It was so raw 1 felt like my hair was blown back." 

Psyence Fiction is certainly one of the most ambitious records 
of the year, but can its cred-power help Lavelle rid himself of his 
image as a too-hip Cool Britannia media darting? He certainly 
hopes so. "1 don't want to be perceived as some fucking toy," he 
snaps. "I just want to achieve something without people perceiving 
it as hype or luck." tony marcus 
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this homepage, belonging to theglobe.coni resident 
erlciyS, yas recently chosen as one of the top-ten 
homepages In our community. 

I I 
erlciyS, ue'd Like to take this moment to extend 

our thanks for making our community a more 

beautiful community. 

I 

a message to residents of uuu.theglobe.con 

(jour friendly fuLL-service Integrated onLune coRiiuni.ty 
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ANAIOMY OF A SET LIST 

Rammstein: Silly German pyromaniacs...on tour! 

Think Kiss. Think Big Black's "Kerosene." Add German vocals that sound like 
they're being sung by The Simpsons' McBain and you've got Rammstein, a Teutonic 
metal-industrial sextet that's always set for burning down the haus. With their sec- 
ond album, Sehnsucht, climbing the U.S. charts, the band is packing up their whips 
and flamethrowers and planning a full Stateside putsch for this fall. "Rammstein is 
not very fond of the normal rock concert," guitarist Richard Kruspe says with atypical 
understatement. "When you look at our show. It's very visual." Indeed— especially 
compared to when you don t look at it. mt kenneauy 




TT>e Set Ust 

"Rammstein" (mantel) ' 

'Bestrafe Mich' (peitsche) ' 

"Weisses Fleisch" (tusse) ' 

'Seemann' (boot) ' 

"Heirate Mich" ^ 

'Riechei' (bogen) ' 

"Du Hast' (telelon/knaltl ' 

"Buch Dich" (dildo) ' 

'Enger {lycotoepiel sticks) ° 

"Bringer" {flammi/knall/haende) " 



Translation: 

■ "Ramming Stone" (coaO. 
With typical German effi- 
ciency, vocalist Till Linde- 
mann emerges from the 
wings with his chain-mail 
jacket already ablazo. ' 
Makes Joseph and his 
Amazing Technicolor 
Dreamcoat look like a wuss. 
* But Beavis. don t try this at 
ftome; After a tew mishaps 
invatving gasoline, a match, and 
severe bums, Rammstein 
dumped the D.iy. approach. 
They now employ trained 
pyrotechnics professionals. 

' "Punish Me" {whip). The 
strapping singer * begs for 
humiliation as he whips 
himself, then proceeds to 
flog the bare heinay of 



skinny keyboardist Flake." 
'Swam in the 1 988 Olympics. 
''A man. 

^" White Meat" (leet). Enter 
the flaming shoe. This song 
has been cited as proof of a 
neo-Nazi agenda. It might 
also be interpreted as an 
endorsement of pork or 
poultry. Significance of 
blazing footwear unclean 
possible variation on the old 
"hotfoot" gag. 

' 'Sailor' (boat). Rake 
crowd-surfs aboard an 
inflatable raft. An existential 
acknowledgement that we 
are all adrift, even in a sea 
of humanity? 7a, right. 

'^"Marry Me." Uncharacter- 
istic moment of sentimen- 
tality, hence lack of fire. 

'■idiomatically, "Good 
Sense'(bow). Raming 
arrows are shot across the 
stage from a crossbow. Ted 
Nugent also favored this 
stage antic. He, too, has 
been accused of harboring 
right-wing views. 

"You Have' {telephone 
explosion). Lindemann gets 
a call on his cell phone, 
which blows up and bursts 



into flames. Gives new 
meaning to the phrase 
trank call." 

^ "Bend Over' (er, dildo ). 
Lindemann pulls a giant 
rubber penis out of his 
pants, pretends to shiupp 
Flake, then spurts an 
unidentified white goo 
into the mosh pit. Insists 
in interviews that he's 
straight. 

^" Angel' {gunpowder/ 
sticks). Raming drumsticks. 
Once in a while, you gotta 
give the drummer some. A 
decided improvement over 
the traditional solo. 

"Messenger* {flames/ 
expkiding hands). Effect 
in which Lindemann 
seems to fire blanks out 
of his fingertips. ■ As an 
encore, " Lindemann 
wheels out a military 
flamethrower and shoots 
balls of fire into the sky. 
* Puffy used same effect 
on his "Puff Daddy & the 
Family' tour. 

^- Contingent on heal fire codes. 
According to Kruspe, the 
Chicago fire marshal Isanned 
any pyro effects, citing the 
Great Fire of 187 1 




Glam slam: 
clockwise from 
far left, Ittichael 
Stipe, Jonathan 
Rhys Meyers, 
and Oavid Bowie. 



/1LLTH/1T GUHERS 

Michael Stipe gets a dose of Hollywood with Velvet Goldmine 



When R.E.M. frontman Michael Stipe 
formed a film production company. Single 
Cell, in 1994, he found himself becoming 
more hands-on than most Hollywood 
ponytails. As an executive producer of 
Velvet Goldmine, the already much- 
debated glam-rock epic directed by Todd 
Haynes (due November 13), Stipe taught 
actors to be rock stars; rock stars to be 
actors (sort of): and made sure a gay kiss 
wasn't jettisoned by the film's distributor 
Miramax (it wasn't). 

Much of the prerelease buzz on Velvet 
Goldmine, however, has centered around 
David Bowie's seemingly unreasonable 
refusal to allow Haynes to use songs 
from his 1972 album The Rise and Fall of 
Ziggy Stardust and the Spiders From 
Mars. Considering that Goldmine chroni- 
cles the rise of a Bowie-like singer named 
Brian Slade (Jonathan Rhys Meyers) in 
glam-rock London, it was a major blow 
not to be able to include his music. Stipe 
gave it his best shot 

"I talked to Bowie several times, but 
he didn't want to be involved," Stipe says. 
"He was very professional and gentle- 
manly about It, but it was very disappoint- 
ing at the time." 

So why did Bowie refuse to partici- 
pate? Turns out he is working on his own 
Ziggy epic. "At this moment, negotiations 
are in progress for a project I've tieen 
working on for some time called The Rise 
and Fall of Ziggy Stardust,' Bowie said 
in a written reply to questions from Spin. 



"This project incorporates the original 
period songs of the early '70s. In addi- 
tion, I have been completing 90-second 
and two-minute fragments of songs that 
were written during the recording of Zig- 
gy but abandoned at that time. Hopefully 
I will have at least six or more original 
period songs to complement this project. 

"I quite like some of Todd Haynes's 
movies, especially Safe," Bowie added, 
'^nd was happy to read his script for 
Velvet Goldmine— ironically, the title of 
one of my abandoned songs. Although 
I thought the script quite affectionate, 
I found that his ideas ran too close to 
Ziggy. To have allowed my Ziggy period 
songs to be included in his film would, 
I felt, have given the public the impression 
that this was the Ziggy Stardust story and 
would have put my own project in jeop- 
ardy. One could probably regard Velvet 
Goldmine as a trailer for Ziggy Stardust." 

In retrospect. Stipe feels losing the 
songs was "a blessing. It pushed Todd 
further from what is real," he says, 
"which was ultimately his intention: to 
replicate a time when nothing was what it 
seemed. To have that real of a reference 
might have been a drag on the film." 

For his part. Stipe plans to be involved 
in the selling of Velvet Goldmine. "I've 
offered myself, and my band is willing to 
play at the premiere," he says. "I have this 
vision of us on a flatbed truck, pulling up 
in front of the theater, playing a song, 
then just driving off." steven mirkin 
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I HUSH HUSH 

I THE MONTHLY DISH ON THE /MUSIC BUSINESS 

The enormous success of the Beastle Boys' Hello Nasty has the 
entire industry wondering how, in an era of apparent apathy 
toward veteran artists, these three New York City thirtysomethings 
managed to push almost 700,000 records over the counter in the 
first week of release. Some industry watchers say the Beasties 
reaped more than just karmic benefits from their Tibetan Freedom 
Concerts. Others point to the cross-cultural appeal of the record, 



which is resonating with more than affluent frat brats as evidenced 
by significant airplay and sales coming from Urban-leaning sta- 
tions and retail outlets. Maybe the sales blitz is due to a superior 
setup effort by Capitol Records under recently ousted president 
Gary Gersh. Or maybe the Beasties just made a good record. 

Simplistic though it may be, the argument is worth examining 
when you consider the prodigious stiffing of releases in (continued) 
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Rower power A dalsy-and-ivy arrangenmit brings m 
'Irttte ray of sunshine to brighten the room," says 
Nelson. 'We have only fresh-cut flowers. We're floral 
purists In Harvey Danger." A Peavey amp and Fender 
guitar complete this homey rock'n'roll still life. 





Couch trip: Nelson relaxes on "iiv/ girifriend's ex -roommate's grandmother's couch," an arresting but tasteful 1 970 piece with Its 
original flowered chintz upholstery. "Lots of people have lived on that sofa," he says- "You wouldn't want to lift up the cushions." 
Nelson has written many a fyric in the comfy blue reading chair, borrowed from bass player Aaron Huffman, wtto'd borrowed it from 
his girtfriend. The stuffed puppvi a gift from Nelson's loving mom on his 25th birthdajn is the tund's current mascot. Lamp by icea. 



SPIN STYLE 

Going home wtth Harvey Danger 

Say "home," arxJ the membere of Harvey Dan- 
ger are likely to think of a motel room as the 
place ttray hang their hats. Ever since their 
"Flagpole SUta" single became a summer 
radio anthem, these Seattle-t>ased neo-new- 
v^avers have been crammed in a van together, 
staring down miles of hard road. But the barKi 
recently spent a welcomed break lounging 
at the cozy alxxle shared by vocalist Sean 
Nelson and drummer Evan Suit, a chamiing 
prewar two-bedroom in the Emerak) City's 
Capitol Hill distncl While Nelson describes 
his interior-design aesthetic as "late post- 
collegiate hypemiasculine chic," tt>e apart- 
ment was actually decorated by Suit's girl- 
friend. "She's given it a woman's touch," 
Nelson says. "She's a woman, and she 
touched tfie apartment" Suzanne mcelfresh 

Surf over to keyword: Spin on AOL as we 
put Harvey Danger through hell for more anti- 
celebrity tidbits in a SPINontine interview. 




Sean can cook: Checked hot pads and a striped 
apron add down-home flavor to a meal of Vbn de 
Kamp's fish sticks, served with a chlpotle tartar 
sauce and garnished with a sprig of tarragon. 
"Only the beati'— ttiat's my mottol" Nelson says. 



Eat to the t>eat In the sun-yellow dining alcove, (from left) Huffman, Suit, Nelson, and 
guitarist Jeff J. Un gather round the Formica dining table, an heirloom handed down by 
Nelson's fattier. "We enjoy a communal dining experience," says Nelson, "just like the 
Beatles arut the Monkees." Chairs t>y Ikea. 



I HUSH HUSH / THE /MONTHLY DISH ON THE /MUSIC BUSINESS 

(continued) the past year from such mainstays as the Smashing Pumpkins, Janet Jack- 
son, and Pearl Jam. In each case, these seemingly sure things led their albums vinth the 
least radio- reactive singles of their entire careers, resulting in anemic first-week sales 
and a serious lack of interest even after the start of U.S. tours. Meanwhile, the Beasties' 
lead Hello Nasty cut— ttie catchy, electro-inspired "Intergalactic"— became an instant 
alternative-radio staple. Hip-hop-formatted stations across California and the South- 
west, enamored of the album's many old-school sounds, are drawing deeply from the 
record regardless of the label's attempts to focus radio on one single. It makes you won- 
der if the main thing wrong with the angst-ridden music biz is the music itself.... 

Looks like Mariah Carey isn't going to become Sony's Madonna, as her two-year- 
old vanity imprint Crave, was recently jettisoned from the Sony family. Some insiders 
point to lack of focus and excessive spending as primary reasons for the split, while 
others maintain that it's another step in the disengagement process between Carey 
and her ex-husband, Sony U.S. chief Thomas D. Mottola. Carey recently parted ways 



with her Mottola-appointed lawyer, manager, and business manager and has hired a 
new team. In one odd decision, Carey recruited as Crave chief the recently deposed 
Motown Records head Andre Harrell, who fulfilled barely two years of his employ- 
ment contract with the legendary R&B lal>el before walking with nearly $25 million. The 
duo has been shopping Crave around, but are being met with cool responses as most 
companies fear Harrell's legendarily reckless financial management Lx>okforthe diva 
to drop Harrell and go it alone by the time you read this.... 

As for other vanity-latwl turmoil, the buyout battle over Madonna's Maverick itecords | 
continues. Negotiations between Madonna and wunderkind Guy Oseary on one side, o 
and former Maddy manager Freddy DeMann on the other, are t>eing complicated by the ^ 
artist who made Maverick the most successful vanity label in history— Atanis Morissette. o 
Rumors are swirling that Morissette, wlK>se new album is due in November, is now seek- 
ing an equity share in the label, reasoning that she put K on the map and should therefore i 
reap the rewards. And, no, It's not Ironic, It's business. JOc fibscher S 
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EVEN THE LINT IN 
YOUR POCKETS WILL BE WARM. 




There's no escaping the all-encompassing warmth of a Challenge II Pullover. 
Every inch of it is designed to make sure that foul weather outside stays outside 
Bergundtal Cloth" sheds wind and rain. Slimlech" insulation throughout 
Chjirmjn Qcn Hmlc feeeps you toasty while giving you room to move. And lei 's not lorgei 
the hand warmer pockets that make a great place to keep hands, or anything else, nice 

and warm. For the lieakr ncar«$l you call i-Soo-MA ROYLF.. www.coIuinbta.coin ^^^^^^\^]J'^'^]^j^ 

Sportswear Conpany. 






C0A1B>1T ROCK Country rocker Robbie Fulks 
likes to lick people oH. He tvears a boseball cap 
emblazoned with the National Renew logo 
because he thinks it'll disturb liberals. And he's 
got a sweei-as-/Vlountain Dei4' anthem on his 
major-lobel debut, te/'s Kill Saturday Night, ihol 
taunts organized religion. IVhich is strange, 
because the calm and skinny Fulks doesn't look 
to be itching for a fight. 

Fulks's hell-raising began in his hometoivn ol 
Vork, Penns/li'ania. a former industrial city that he 
soys smells like crock cocaine, Peppermint Patties, 
and bluegrass music' -4(ter high school come o 
child out of ivedlock. lolloived by his gitllriend leay- 
ing town with the kid. He was 24 arxJ he could see 
his future oil loo clearly: 'a fat middle-oge guy in a 
trailer with a mortgage." That's when he got senous 
about songwnting. 

Let's Kill Saturday Night is oboul moking up for lost 
time. It's olt-country becouse ol all the garage- 
punk guitar Fulks plays, and because he careens 
in so many directions. "Pretty Little Poison." a duet 
with Lucindc l^tlliams. is a skyrocket, but then 
there's "Take /Me to the Paradise," which brings lile 
to a stop with lis carefully obseri'sd look ol on 
archaic boho cafe. He's playing blue-collai music 
for a middle-class audience, and don't think he 
ignores the ironies. "I just know, the way I dress, the 
kind of stuff 1 play. I'm ne^er gonna play at the 
Slate Fair m Omaha." Fulks soys, floshing o blue- 
ribbon smile. "It makes more sense for me to ploy 
for a younger, urban audience. I don't know what 
that soys oboul my music, other than I play for 
pampered nch kids." liVanno f ighl?y4ii smith 




Fulks: started 
foaming at 
the mouth 

seconds later. 
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UPSnCK TRACES 

Rock ftan: Has the ongoing infatuation with effeminate trappings left you confused about youi gender? 
Or perhaps, has it even left you confused as to which calculatedly sexually ambiguous-yet-stiU-mas- macbo 
rock star you are? If so, let this reference guide show you the way. 



You're Bryan 
Adams. 



You're 
Keith Flint. 






You're a 
member of Girls 
Against Boys 




Clearly, you're 




Michael 




Stipe. 





Do you go 
wet-look crazy? 




You're in 
Nashville 
Pussy. 



Was the Indian your 
favorite Village Person? 



Have you ever done 
that Silence of the Lambs 
thing wrth your penis? 



Are you exceptionally 
fond of crushed velvet? 




Red 

crushed 
velvet? 







You're 






I'ou're the 


Thorn Yorke. 




1 -.^ 


Artist. 



Do you wear those pants 
that are tight in the ass. but 
insouciantly low-riding'' 



Does a cowboy hat make you 
feel naughty, like an outlaw? 



You're in 

Metallica, 



I 



You could 




only be Trent 




Reznor, 


^7 



Do you think wearing 
ripped fishnets on your arms 
is soooo two-years-ago? 



Have you ever 
worn a hoop or 
pirate-style earring? 




Have you ever done a duet 
with acclaimed chanteuse 
Marianne Faithfuil? 



Are you the dude 
from Rammstein? 



Have you ever trenched Anthony Kiedis while 
wearing a hoop or pirate-style earring? 




You're the singer 
from Gravity Kills 




You're Rob 
Thomas. 



Have you ever worn Billy Corgan 
as a fashion accessory? 



Are you so unquestionably, inscrutably, overwhelmingly sect.:f; v. ii' ) !. .jr sexjal 
identity and overall general rockingness that feather boas, eyeliner, cats, silver 
trousers, face paint, and practicing yoga doesn't faze you in the slightest? 





You're Billy 
Corgan. 
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Sound boy three: Jack Drag, from left, John Oragonetti, Jason Sutter, and Joe Klompus. 



T1VE4K XDDICTS 'My theory on sof>gs is that they're nei'er reolly done," says John 
Dragonetti, near-namesake of the Boston trio Jack Drag. A bedroom eccentric 
kvith a four-track, Dragonetti incessantly reworked his home-recorded noodlings 
on Jock Drag's first few albums, alternately turning out dreamy soundscopes and 
loopy guitar fuzz. IVhere those records weie all but devoid of hooks, Jock Drag's 
major-label debut, the summery Dope Box, is the sound of lok^-fi fiends getting 
their grook-e on in o proper studio. 

For a group of ardent sound boys, the Drogstere— Dragonetti, bassist Joe Klompus, 
and drummer Jason Sutter— ore suprisingly oll-/4merican stoner types ivho bonded, 
strangely enough, o^er a mutual affection for U2's Boy. (To this day, it's one of my 
fararite records of all time," says Sutter. ",4nd I hate U2.") They're thinking about 
recording another torsion of Dope Box under the name Gods of Thunder, and they 
occasionally go semi-acoustic as Lo-Jad<. Such tireless tiveoking does hoKe its 
benefits, though. Dope Box's finest rrwment, the sing-olong sampler "Seem So Tired," 
is assembled from pieces of the band's original take, a remix by the /4utomotor, and 
yet anotfier mixdoivn by /Master Cylinder. The track might just establish Jack Drag 
as the rare newcomer to put the modem back in modem rock, but Dragonetti, for 
his part, has grander ambitions— like getting a soundproof room of his omti. "I could 
go and make bud noise at three in the morning," he says, adding sensitiKe-guy 
style, "kKithout waking up my girtfriend." douolas wolk 




I 



^Oe Blow If you've long possessed the Truman Show suspicion that your 

life is being run by focus groups, rest assured you have it easy compared to 
Bazooka Joe, the 45-year-old mascot of Topps's Bazooka Bubble Gum. 
Seen as lacking juice with sugar-hyped preteens, Joe is getting yet another 

makeover. Gone are previous stabs at newness such as Joe's bewildering 

turn as a rapper; so is the greasy-haired yahoo, Metal Dude. {'Heavy rT>etal 
has faded in terms of popularity,' says John Budd, a Topps brand manager.) 
Instead, Joe will kick it with two multicuiti bandmates: A.J., an African- 
American guitarist, and Kara, a Hispanic riot grrri, both of whom came 
out of more than two years of demo 



graphic research. And what of Mort, 
Joe's fearfully over-turtlenecked 
buddy from way back? He'll remain, 
says Budd. Nerds, after ail, are time- 
less. D. STRAUSS 



Bursting ttie wtifte-bread bubble: 
new buds l^ra and A.J. 



Baiooka Joe ROAD TRIP 






Wcnna' QwoQka Jo* A 
r V\,nf 1 to* tM ilL Send m 
S7 50(Ct.o>UO}*10c< 
BAZ.POaai4S06.O 
MDaiWCtlnel 
OHm good n US entr MM* 



YOU ITCH FOR SUCCESS KEEP SCRATCHING. 
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MfTRLGinR SOLID 




GE>tR HE»D K videogame defelopers did sus- 
pense as well OS rtiey do gore, fetver games 
ivould be |ust slick eye candy. They might ek-en 
be, like, interesting. Such is the aim of /Vietal 
Gear Solid, the mega-hyped, mega-budgeted 
Sony PlayStation title from Japanese insionory 
Hideo Kojimo. The gonne, set to be released this 
month, has a simple premise: In a shodowo' 
Alaskan outpost, the Foxhound Nai^ Seals, o 
squad ol genetically refined specbl agents, are 
threatening to set off nuclear /Irmageddon. As 
Solid Srxjke, a formet Fox, youW got 24 hours to 
put the kibosh on the renegade upstarts. In its 
beta version at least, /Metal Gear plays like 



Alichoel 4'lann doing a post-Cold ^Vbr epic. 
IVith o cast of 20 dialogue-enabled characters 
and o 100,000-tford script (no joke) guiding the 
action, tfiere are enough plot twsts and moral 
ambiguity to make you core hoiv it all tums out, 
[The story line also indulges such adult pursuits 
OS smoking and sexual intrigue, although not at 
the some time.) ^loreov^r, the stylized realism 
absolutely dusts the likes of Quake. The look is 
truly 3-D, vvith "solid" polygon cfxjrocters you 
can ytew from multiple angles. Other boffo 
effects and gome play Ifiot ralues cunning o^er 
gunning amount to a thriller ttiot's the stone-cold 
real deal, mvid kushner 
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THIS MONTH 


LAST MONTH 


ARTIST TITLE 


MONTHS 
ON CHART 


] 




H0L0II4Q YOUR BOSOMS IN THE COOL, 
COOL SURF a see PAGE 92 




2 


21 


RUN-D.M.C. DON T CALL IT A COMEBACK 


2 


3 


21 


NEW HOLE LP + BRILLIANT OR CRAP7 
SPIN STAFF STILL VIOLENTLY DIVIDED 


3 


4 




DEEJAY PUNK-ROC FLOSSIN' 


1 


5 


3 


THE TALKING CAT FROM SABRINA THE 
TEENAGE WITCH NEVER GETS OLD 


9 


6 




GEAR DUDE? 


1 


7 


22 


MAXIM DUDEI 


13 


8 


_ 


EBAY.COM CRAZY-ASS HYPE 


1 


9 


- 


CHRIS TUCKER THE next EDDIE MURPHY 


1 


in 


6 


PFACE nONT cjL\ I rr a c^upnArv 


113 


n 


2 


THE AGONY OF DEFEAT, THE THRILL OF LEO 

GOODWia GAMER 


51 


12 


24 


SEMEN > SUDDENLY EVERYWHERE 


14 






MARC BOLAN = SUPERGENIUS! 


1 


14 


17 


MINUTE SKIT INTO AN ALMOST-CLEVER 
90-MINUTE MOVIE A uightat the roxbury. 

YOU'RE ON THE GUEST UST 


94 


15 


23 


MEDIA COVERAGE OF JENNIFER LOPETS 

ASS EXTENSIVE 


2 


16 




ORGAZMO'S DIAN BACHAR -tt 

NOT JUST ANYONE LOOKS GOOD WITH HEAD DILDO 


1 


n 




IMAX 3-D MAD FLOSSIN' 


1 


18 




ARROGANCE IN THE GUISE OF HUMILITY 

SEE BILLY GORGAN ' 


1 


19 


8 


TALKING ABOUT YOUR PORN HABfT 

BETTER THAN AA 


22 


20 


10 


FUTURAMA TROUBLE ON THE SET? 


2 


21 


17 


MAKING FUN OF MORE SUCCESSFUL 
MAGAZINES THAN YOURS MAAAD FLOSSIN' 


2 


22 


25 


MUPPET-UKE VOICES THE BEST THING 
ABOUT SEAN LENNON. THE GIRL FROM PAKTY OF 

FIVE. NAT IMBRUGLIA, ETC, 


4 


23 




ERNEST BORGNINE DONT CALL IT A COMEBACK 


1 


24 


23 


JEWS IN ROCK HOT TOPIC: (AT LEAST) 
THREE FORTHCOMING BOOKS 


42 


25 




FANTASY ISLAND CALL IT A COMEBACK 


344 


1 : t reference to Corgar'i surprise at recent lecMuster ilium sales 
> Biggest gainw this nunth + Pacesetter Hot Shot Debut 
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Lining in Oblifion Aitist Stephen Hendee has seen the future, and in his lat- 
est dieamed-up world, "Vaulted, " it looks a lot like an ice cave on the faroff 
planet Mu. The space, built out of foamboaid and fluorescent lights, is one 
of several low-tech environments in which the 30-year-old Hendee envisions 
not so much what's in store for us beyond the year 2000, but how we'll feel 
when we get there. A member of the brainiac school of art (he once did a 
sculpture based on a complex digital program used by the military), Hendee 
taps techno music, the novels of Philip K. Dick, and Syd Mead — the set design- 
er for Blade J?unner— to turn out ambient spaces that are hardly chill-out rooms 
(one especially eerie passageway is aptly named "Oblivion"). Hendee's latest 
obsession, nono-molecular technology, pops up in his current project, a group 
of weirdly alluring robot sculptures that will be shovim this month at the Bron- 
wyn Keenan Gallery in New York City. So how does Hendee himself feel about 
the next century? "I'mfascinatedby alotof the ideas," he says, "but 1 feel 
ambivalent, too. Things could get pretty awful. " darcey steinke 




Anti-chlll-out rooms: top, 'Multed*: above, This Evening's Web Cast Live From OblMon." 
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KILLER QUEEN BEES There aren't any 'bitch beats' on the 

Deadly kenoms' debut album, as rapper Finesse likes to 
call the soft, R&B-lloKored production that currently holds the 
Top 40 by the throat. As if. With professional (and spiritual] 
guidance from the H/u-Tong Clan, and beats from members 
of the Poison Clan, the four t'fenoms — Finesse, N-T/ce, 
J-Boo, and Champ A1C— come out kicking with lines such as, 
"Whoek-er tvant It latv, bring it / If you got the stvord. then 
siving it." Bebi*', they make their message cleat: Sleep on 
tfieir skills at your orni risk, cheo hodari coked 

1. FINESSE "You can't be jiggy 24 hours o day,' says Finesse, 
sitting mth her hair mopped in curlers in the Los /Ingeles 
apartment the group shores. "I caught some of my cutest nig- 
gas going to the store looking toe-up.' The de facto leader 
of the clique, the tenor /MC has been at it since 1987, ivhen 
she was one half of the female rap duo Finesse and Synquis. 
Her secret passion: to ivrite an R&B song. 'I loKe men,' she 
says. "I be sod because they don't be acting right, so I gotta 
get that [stuff] off, too.' 

r 

2. N-TYCE This Greensboro, North Carolina, notiKe did a solo 
stint ivith IVild Pitch Records in the early '90s, and like Chomp 
ond Finesse, she has a score to settle with her former label. 
They ore gonna look bock at us and say, 'Damn, I had row 
tolent and I let it go," she predicts. 'Like Janet Jackson says, 
You don't knoiv ivhot you got till it's gone." 

3. J-BOO The clique's smoothest rapper started rhyming as a 
kid in New Vork City's Queensbridge Houses, the fertile rap 
soil that spawned the likes of Nos, /Vlobb Deep, and members 
of the legendary Juice Crew. /Ibout the group's namesake: It's 
from the Show Brothers' kung fu classic Five Deadly Venoms. 
J-Boo says the character she most identifies with is the Snake. 
'I'm always on the low,' says the /Method Woman with a sly 
smib, 'waiting to attack.' k 

4. CHAMP MC The crew's Sticky Fir>gaz, Charnp likes to get 
her bitch on: 'Do whatever I got to do for my cheddar,' she 
sings in 'Bomb Threat,' 'e^en if it means I ha^e to bury yo.' 
From the Bronx by way of ei'erywhere ('I done run through mad 
boroughs'), the former solo artist sums up the I'enoms thusly: 
'We pretty thugs,' she says. 'We go with the boggies, the lilted, 
the skirts, all that, and we still row. Hard to the core." 
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Crank if. Blare it. Let every- 
one know you're there. 
It's thie Panasonic A/V 
Mini System. Demand it. 
Its built in super woofer 
has mind-altering bass. 
It's louder than your 
mother. It sounds so 
good even she ll start lis- 
tening to your music. (She 
won't have a choice.) 



:r • Dolby Pro Loijic and center/surround speakers for Home Theater use • Super Woofer • 240 watts 
kH7, 1.0% THD. 6 ohms for Left/Right channel). Center 35\V IkHz, 1.0% THD!^8 ohms^, Surround 
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call 800/211-l'ANA 
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Wheels of 
gold-plated steel: 
a severely souped-up 
low-rider bike. 



ON THE DOWN LOIV Before the Schwiiui Sting-Ray went extinct in 
1979, East L.A. teens such as Annando M. Avila would jam the curved 
fork of one trashed bicycle into another, chop down the seat post, and 
add a tiny wheel up front. "It was like a real Hell's Angels deal," 
recalls Avila. "We'd bend the sissy bar in back |of the seat] to form a 
scraper, so when you'd pop a wheelie, there'd be sparks. " It was also 
the onset of what's now the hottest thing on two wheels: low-rider 
bikes. According to legend, the original kustom 'Ray actually belonged 
to Eddie Munster: a cruiser bmlt entirely from chain-link steel that 
was created for the TV wolfboy by custom-car king George Barris. 
Latinos were the first to pick up on the bikes, but in the past few 
years, remodeling the banana-seat classic has become a nationvride 
hobby for kids too young to customize their own Chevy Impalas. Con- 
tests are regularly held for the most radically souped-up versions, and, 
as with anything old-school, the Japanese fetishize them. ("They buy 
everything they can get their hands on," says Avila.) Now a staffer at 
the five-year-old Lowrider Bike magazine, Avila has watched the low- 
rider phenomenon evolve from the days when bikes were mostly scav- 
enged. "Now a show-ready bike can cost anywhere from $1,500 to 
$15,000," he says, almost all of it for labor and mail-order accessories 
such as velour seats, 144-spoke rims, and, of course, chrome-plated 
everything. And while the original 'Ray is still the chariot of choice for 
aficionados, an even lower low-rider could be on the horizort "Tricy- 
cles," saysAvila, "are the next big thing." pavid a. greene 
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High Concept: In an ero of 

PolmPilots and rewritable CDs, 
Casiotones and /Moogs seem 
about as quaint as banjos and 
mandolins. Thus roots rockers, 
in their neKer-ending quest to- 
recapture an eKer-receding pas), 
hoi'e added a little button- 



From IVaitin' (For This MP3 I 
to DoOTload)' \ 

See: Johnny Dowd, Wrong Side " 
ol Memphis (Checkered Past): 

- vMekons, Me (Quorterstick); LoHus 

- .(Perishable); CalHone (Flydaddy) 



Suggested Song Titles: 

'/V\y Old Kentucky Homepage." 
'Campfirestarter," 'Weary Blues 



Rating: 8 

^-.^__Joifhhjl (>vho have no interest in 
a coal-powered Kraftwerk) nor 
the techno masses [who have 
no interest in what IVilco would 
sound like hooked up to Ethernet 
cables), industrly'all seems fated 
for a cult audience— just lijye roots 

rock I iEFT SALOMON 



punchin' and grimacin' to th*ir <- " ►Pleasing neither the Nash^lle 
pickin' and grinnin'. 

Sounds Like: Robert Johnson 
goes down to the crossroads and 
hitches a ride on the autobahn. 



C>IRN>1GE CORPS A grisly muidei has gone down in an apartment on the second Ooor. Now that the c»ps and the coroner 
have split, who's going to clean up the mess? Such gruesome business is the niche market of the Bay Area-based Crime 
Scene Cleaners Inc. Industriously capitalizing on the fear of blood-bome pathogens such as Hepatitis C and AIDS, CSC is one 
of a growing number of companies that specialize in scrubbing away blood, brains, and other hard-to-get-out spots at violent- 
death sites. Although business is boonung — ^the seven-man aew had 200 jobs last year— big-Ume carnage cleanup, as detailed 
below, isn't all fun and profit. "The key, " says CEO Neal Smither, a 31-year-old ex-surfer who looks like he should still be rent- 
ing out Jet Skis, "is being able to stand in a pool of blood, with maggots crawling up your boots, and do it." vince beiser 



Throw Out the Fumituie Outfitted in a waterproof body- 
suit, kitchen gloves, gardening boots, and a respirator to 
keep out the smell, Souther and Co. swab up the biggest 
puddles of miscellaneous fluids writh heavy-duty paper 
towels, then dump them, along with body tissue and blood- 
ied house stuffs, into biohazard disposal bags. After 
everything is bagged, it's a basic spray'n'vac job writh the 
ominously named Extractor, a combination vacuum/spray- 
blaster loaded v«th a pathogen neutraUzer commonly used 
in hospitals. Ever mindful, Smither recommends that the 
victim's family toss out gore-spattered furniture. "If you sit 
on the couch Dad killed himself on, it may be clean," he 
points out, "but it's a reminder " 
In Search of Brain Matter For CSC, no job is too big, or 
too bloody, but shotgun suicides pose especially nasty prob- 
lems. "The brains and blood just get all over the room, " says 
Smither. "Half the job is just finding it all." On one such job. 



some of the victim's cranial matter had to be scooped out of 
a chandelier. Another time, Smither's crew was called back 
after the guy's housemate found a pile of brains they had 
missed in a dark corner. Far worse, however, was a suicide 
who lay undiscovered for three months. By then, the decom- 
posing head had fused with the wall, and rats, maggots, and 
flies had begun to nosh on the putrefying corpse. "It took us 
seven hours to clean up, " says Smither. "It was god-awful. " 
s ivKis ii'..' i'lil.iit The crew's $375 minimum fee is usu- 
ally covered by a county agency or homeovraer's insur- 
ance, although sometimes they'll clean up a site for free, as 
Smither recently volunteered to do for a local family whose 
son was accidentally shot by a friend. It's all part of good 
public relations. "By the time we leave, the family is hug- 
ging and thanking us. That's what I want," he says. "It's 
like, 'Hey, I'm sorry your son killed himself, but I'm sure 
glad you have my phone number.'" 
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TO PECKER AMD THE END OF JOHN WATERS 

With Pecker, the master of gleeful Incompetence and sicko iconoclasm drifts perilously close to Irrelevence. by Bob Davis 



With Pecker, director John Waters, the man who brought scratch-and-sniff sweat 
socks (Odorama) and a 300-pound transvestite leading lady (Divine) to your local 
midnight-movie house, shows remarkable restraint— and that's just the fourth of 17 
principal reasons the movie fails. Waters needs to fix his clock or get out of the 
twisted" business altogether. It's 1998: the Jerry Springer Show, Forgive or For- 
get, Fox Files, shock-media overload. A granny who chats with a plastic, pint-size 
Virgin Mary isn't going to cut it, unless the Virgin Mary suggests granny molest 
retarded, paraplegic stepchildren. 

A cross between Leonardo DiCaprio and Pee-wee Herman, young Pecker 
(Edward Furiong) wears a permanent grin on his face and a thrift-store camera around 
his neck. He believes art "is what you see every day,' snaps candids of his beloved 
low-rent Baltimore: a glucose-junkie's syrupy drool; white cotton leabags* in a male 



strip joint; girifriend Shelly (Christina Ricci), his girffriend and local fluff-and-fold Hitler; 
Mom in rollers; Dad behind morning paper, homy rats in garbage; and so on. When 
Pecker exhibits his work in a local burger palace-cum-gallery, New York art dealer 
Rorey (Lili Taylor) happens to pop by and, what do you know, soon a stereotypically 
Fellini-esque art-worid establishment whispers "Diane Arbus," Whitney Museum 
curators plan A Peek at Pecker, and boy wonder gets a large-fonnat Hasselblad. 
Understandably, Pecker's near-and-dear don't appreciate being labeled 'tielicious' 
and 'Culturally challenged' in national magazines; '^ome people,* they grumble, "just 
don't feel like being art." And so Pecker must decide between fame and family New 
Yori< and Baltimore, Rorey and Shelly, zoom lens and fixed. 

Quirky? Dysfunctional? Probably, but it's hardly outrageous. Twenty-five years 
ago Waters mattered. He pushed the limits of taste, made sicko iconoclasm » 
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MOVIE > Strike idirected by sara kernochani Tlie gulii ai Miss Codaid s Piep School aie pissed: The Board 
of Diiectors wants to merge with St. Ambrose School for Boys. Yuckl So the young scholar/poet/activists 
put on theu ihinkmg caps, occupy the campus. The girls decry patriarchalism, demand autonomy, assert 
gender umqueness. while re-creating, beat for beat, scenes from a festival of boyish commg-of-age movies. 
It's Dead Poets Society + Taps, with buddmg breasts. In the end. even the most radical ball-basher finds her 
mner naimy. "Boys," she rationalizes, "are like dogs; if you don't take them in. they'll run wild. " Who aver 
would've thought a celebration of chick-power could be so dull? (08 davis 

« Feminine touch: The schoofglHs of Strike strike a pose. 
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DAVID STERN. YO! 

Slam, the hip-hop sports mag, tells 
the unbelievable truth: Basketball— 
gaspl— is black, by Zev Borow 

This past October, the National Basket- 
ball Association's image police went into 
crisis mode after seeing the latest issue 
of Slam, the much-hyped four-year-old 
magazine that purports to cover "basket- 
ball and its culture." The issue in ques- 
tion features a cover shot of the Min- 
nesota Timberwolves' wunderkind duo 
Kevin Gamett and Stephen Marbury, 
both sporting ripped-up jerseys, thick 



gold medallions, and thousand-mile 
gangsta stares. Alongside them ran the 
Nas-inspired headline: showbiz and kg. 

MARBURY t GARNETT RULE THE V«5RLD. 
IMAGINE THAT. 

If you didn't know any better, and the 
NBA assumes you don't, you could have 
mistaken the two for soldiers in Master 
P's No Limit posse. Not exactly v»hat the 
league considers proper branding. "[The 
NBA] thinks we made them out to look 
like hoods," says Dennis Page, Slam's 
publisher. Adds Editor-in-Chief Tony 
Gervino, "The first thing Stephen and 
Kevin asked (at the shoot] was if they 



could rip their sleeves and wear their jew- 
els. That's who these guys are. And that's 
what our readers want." 

And, indeed, that's what they get 
Billing itself as "The In Your Face Basket- 
ball Magazine," Slam marks the glossy- 
paged, synergistic merger of hip-hop and 
basketball. By covering hoops playa-lovin' 
bailer shtyle (hip-hop grammar heartily 
included), the monthly has engendered a 
cultish devotion among its youngish 
(mostly under 24), urban-oriented (if not 
actually urban), and mostly white (of 
course) readers. But Slam, which has a 
circulation of 200,000, is notable for 



more than its deft targeting of teenagers 
who can't decide whether they want to be 
Michael Jordan or Puff Daddy. In an era 
when both hip-hop and basketball have 
become more aggressive and more 
aggressively race-conscious, Slam's 
defining insight is that basketball is, at its 
core, black. 

Duh, you might think, but consider the 
image that's promoted by the leagues 
and Nike, basketball's self -appointed cor- 
porate parent. Even when the sneaker 
giant is getting down with the game's 
street-cred soul, as in a recent series of 
entertaining TV spots about "giving the » 
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GOT POETRY? 

Or why it matters in the age of Jewel. 

by Dennis Cooper 

Folk-rocker Jewel sits on a high stool, 
cushily lit by a single, pale overhead 
spotlight The camera pans in and she 
begins to speak, but not in that low-key, 
chatty way familiar to her multitude of 
fans. Instead, there's an odd rhythm to 
her sentences, and what she says 
makes very little sense, although it 
seems to mean a lot to her. *l am not 
from here / And my hair smells of the 
wind / And is full of constellations / As 
I move about the world." 

If you spent anytime channel surfing 



this past summer, it was difficult to avoid 
the aforementioned image as Jewel 
made the rounds promoting her first 
book of poetry, A Night Without Armor. 
As I see it, there were three possible 
ways to think about these appearances: 
(a) Poetry, ugh. (b) Jewel is so multital- 
ented. And (c) What has poetry done to 
deserve this? Chances are (c) wasn't the 
most popular response. In fact, it's likely 
that most people watching didn't have 
the slightest Idea what separates a great 
poem from a mediocre one, and proba- 
bly think the question is irrelevant Let 
me add that most people don't know 
what they're talking about 

Could there be a more mongrel art 




Setenic Wtrses?: poet-wannabe Jewel. 



form than contemporary poetry? Even 
those of us who love the stuff would be 
hard pressed to explain why it deserves 
your attention. Still, a case needs to be 
made for it— especially now. No other art 
form is more concise, self-contained, 
and geared to the diminishing attention 
spans of the computer age. You want 
tech? Poetry is nothing but lingulstical 
puzzles, trickery, and daredevil feats, 
but, unlike computer games and 
megabuck films, its special effects 
have a soul to match, not to mention that 
the average poem takes up no more air 
space than the average joke. Alto- 
gether, there's just no good reason why 
poetry books shouldn't be Barnes & » 
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commercial. Today, though the "under- 
standing incest* drama is probably still a 
few years off —even Happiness, Todd 
Solondz's new deadpan pederasty flick, 
draws the line somewhere— there's no 
taboo that hasn't been sucked into the 
profit-hungry Hollywood vortex as either 
comedy or comic relief. Cases in point: 
Cameron Diaz's creamy, salty, all-natural 
hair gel in There 's Something About Mary 
and the reconciliatory tonguing of Matt 
Stone and Trey Parker in BASEketball. Pecker's preteen sugar fiend, reduced to 
zombie status by a fascistic Child Protection Agency's Ritalin patrol, is not unamus- 
ing, but it can't compete. History is a bitch. 

So while the studios strip-mine the underground's material. Waters drifts toward 
the mainstream, makes more and more story-driven, less and less fun genre films- 



Acquired taste: Waters on the set of Pecker. 



the relatively diverting Hairspray, an ironic earty-'60s-style teen musical, with a 
super-hefty Ricki Lake instead of Annette Funicello; the less-than-diverting Cry- 
Baby, an ironic early-'60s-style teen musical, with a greased Johnny Depp instead of 
Elvis; Serial Mom, an ironic murder mystery in which the mother (Kathleen Turner) 
knocks off whomever offends her ultra-conservative sense of family values; and now 
Pecker, a probably-not-ironic (auto-)biopic and apologia pro sua arte. The problem 
is Waters sucks at mainstream. Pedro Almod6var, the flamboyant Spaniard whose 
filmography, like Waters's, runs from drag shock-fest (Pepi, Luci, Bom) to main- 
stream-genre parody (Live Flesh), learned how to make movies along the way, 
understood that a snappy pace and narrative, a plot structure pushed toward the 
absurd (ridiculous coincidences, exaggerated conventions) can be fun. Waters's 
plots poke along, leisurely at best and, as Serial Mom— the first 20 minutes (the set- 
up, the idea) of which is humorous, the rest (the execution of the plot) torture— sug- 
gests and Pecker confirms. Waters has been a bad schoolboy. He's not mastered 
his Aristotle, his Hitchcock, or even his Hollywood. And you've got to know how 
something works in order to mock it. What does work in the most-but-still-not-very » 
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IRVINE 
WELSH 



BOOK > FUth BY IRVINE WELSH |w.w. NORTON) iTvine Welsh has a knack for fingering cx»l-cultuie hot spots 
whUe piss-taking relentlessly on the Brit revival. Which is exactly what he should be doing, because — 
unlike fellow Scottish brutalist James Kelman — Welsh is a lousy writer. Displaying the same obsession with 
Schedule 1 drugs that's prevalent in Welsh's canonical work ( Trainspotting, The Acid House. Ecstasy), Filtb 
misguidedly wanders off from clubland to explore the coal-black soul of ogre cop Bruce Robertson, We get 
330 pages of what a creep he is (first due; likes heavy metall), and then an incidentally hilarious emo- 
resolution: He had a bad childhood. Other comic aspects include pointless yet constant references to 
Freemasonry and occasional nanation by a tapeworm ( "The urge to hurt, demean, and control is great in 
you "). Surprising plot turns and moral complexity draw nil-nil. How lite it was, how lite, ioshua clover 
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II will: slamming the NBA's rainbow coalition. 



game back to the kids,* that soul is repre- 
sented by a rainbow coalition of nattily 
dressed players. And while the NBA 
pushes the notion that modern-day hoops 
is all about Michael Jordan-esque race 
trancendence, Slam contends that the 



game's spirit is inseparable from the 
young, and overwhelmingly black, men 
who dominate it Namely, the hip-hop- 
loving, trash-talking, No Limit soldier^ 
walking Kevin Gametts. 

Conceived and originally published by 
Harris Publications, the company behind 
the hip-hop lifestyle organ XXL (last May 
the title was sold to Petersen Publishing 
for an undisclosed amount). Slam talks 
the talk, as it were, and routinely gets 
basketball's best young talent to do the 
same. Instead of the made-for-middle- 
American-consumption, third-person- 
speak perfected during pregame chats 
with Bob Costas, we get players letting 



loose as if they were talking to one of 
their boys. Here's Garnett in Slam on the 
T-Wolves' future: "Shit is about to be 
ours.... Soon you're going to have five 
men bringing the ball up, all with crazy 
handles. .. Yo, big shout-out to the 
WNBA and ABL, oh my Godl" 

And where else could you read a pro- 
file of the NBA's whitest boy. Christian 
Laettner, that begins with a writer (in 
this case, Slam Editor-at-Large Scoop 
Jackson) matter-of-factly stating, 'I'm 
racist... There is no excuse, no ex- 
planation.... I have a tendency not to 
like some white people simply because 
they are...white.'' Laettner, the writer later 



concedes, turns out to be "a'ight* 

In fact. Slam finds pretty much every- 
one a'ight. It has been described as the 
People of basketball," and its player pro- 
files, on everyone from prep-schoolers to 
pro women, are often similarly shallow 
and fawning. "We're not out there to 
break people down," admits Gervino. 
"We don't care who they are as role 
models, as long as they can ball.' Such 
court-centric focus (the magazine is 
composed almost exclusively of profiles) 
also explains why Slam doesn't tackle 
the numerous non-basketball issues 
surrounding the game, such as players' 
sexual practices and the recent rumors » 
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Noble's meat and potatoes. 

Of course, there's little chance this will 
ever happen. Blame the rise of identity 
politics back in the '80s, which trans- 
formed many poets into self-styled 
spokeshumans for their particular race, 
gender, or sexual orientation. Certainly, 
that subdivided an already minuscule 
audience. Maybe it was because major- 
league performers such as Jewel and 
Lou Reed confused the book-buying 

public with their poetry tie-ins. Nor does 
it help that independent bookstores are a 
vanishing species, and that trying to buy 
poetry in chain stores is like trying to buy 
electronics at Wal-Mart. Yet all it takes to 
cut through the naysaying is to read one 
terrific book. 



Take, for instance, Elaine Equi. Never 
heard of her? Equi, and her husband, 
poet Jerome Sala, became relatively 
famous in poetry circles back in the early 
'60s as two stylish punks whose read- 
ings regulariy would erupt into brawls 
between the inebriated pair and their 
equally inebriated audience. Some ten- 
odd years later, Equi and Sala are still 
around, although far more quiet, and 
they have a devoted following among 

those disenfranchised poetry junkies 
who neither care a lick about the yawn- 
provoking canon, nor haunt the coffee 
houses in search of woefully earnest lyri- 
cal shouts. The author of four books, 
most recently Decoy (Coffeehouse 
Press), Equi might be characterized as a 



kind of intelligent ambient poet, as sup- 
ple, layered, and sneaky in her own way 
as, say, Aphex Twin. Her work does 
what poetry should do, yet very rarely 
does— make you feel the sensations 
inherent in words and their combina- 
tions, while simultaneously throwing 
down a sawy personal challenge. 

"Years Uter" 

Today is woven I out of a marvelous I 
synthetic fabric I which we have not dis- 
covered /and have no name for. I Light, 
cool, porous I like skin, only transparent I 
I remember when 1 1 use to think love I 
meant being surrounded I by plastic 
hula-girls I and wind-up poodles in a 
place where nothing was real I except 



our feeling. I The obvi- 

Jous authenticity lot 
them-why was it I so 
important? 
Granted, Equi's brainy 
razzle-dazzle may not 
, . „ be for everyone. But it 
Sneaky stuff. . 

IS the real thing, the 

kind of poetry Jewel is at least trying to 
write. To take a very different example, 

consider Ron Koertge. A one-time pro- 
tege of ChaHes Bukowski, he's a living 
legend in certain West Coast circles, and 
his witty, badass work has had a huge 
influence on such younger writers as Bob 
Ranagan, Amy Gerstler, and myself, to 
name a handful. Point Is, Koertge's » 
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1 > MOUIES CONTINUED 



commercial films of the late-'BOs- 
early-'70s underground has as 
much to do with how they were 
made as with their freak parades. In 
cult masterpieces like Lonesome 
Cowboys and Flesh, genius-artist 
Andy Warhol feigned the amateur, 
manufactured static compositions, 
long takes, in-camera editing to 
evoke the home movie. Waters's 
first films-Mondo Trasho (1969), 




Call of the mild: Pecker's RIccl. 



Multiple Ma/7/acs (1970), and Pink Flamingos {'\972)-were home movies. His 
shoddy technique— he shot the films himself— seemed to be less an affectation (or, 
as an academic critic might put it, a rejection of classical narrative norms) than 
just gleeful incompetence. An incompetence that, along with the sense that 
the "actors" were not so much acting as half being themselves and half trying 



to keep from laughing, made Waters's movies, for a generation that was disillu- 
sioned by the crumbling facade of '50s moralism, way more real than even Brando's 
realist realism. Now Waters has a professional crew. Mom is right They don't make 
'em like they used to. 

What works in Pecker are Pecker's still photos. Because they don't move, don't 
speak, don't emote, these pictures are immune to Waters's deficiencies as a screen- 
writer and director. Because they're sometimes blurry, black-and-white, candid, they 
contrast with the competent generic, blah look of the rest of the film. Pecker under- 
stands that if he "knew how to make them any better, they probably wouldn't work.' 
Another lesson Pecker's creator himself seems not to have grasped. 

At movie's end. Pecker, his friends, and his smile restored, is asked what he's 
going to do next. "I'm thinking of directing a movie," he says, and we can only hope 
it's as good (bad) as his photos. Rorey— she's moved on to champion a New Jersey 
photographer, blind, who chants, "No more focus, no more f-stops"— proposes a 
toast, the last and best line of the film; "To Pecker and the end of irony." 

Apparently, it's already happened, 
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When Henry Butler hits the keys, his fingers find 

them Instinctively. Because his soul is telling them 
where to look. From his soul to the piano strings 
to the pure music that reaches your ears, 
he's creating a personal bond with eyeryone in the room* 
And 1£ you're not in the room with Henry, 

you can still hear him as if you were. 




TechnicsL 

The science of sound 

pure souncl 



CI flayer Hlth USH* 1-3II DAC asd digital seno • iuto-rererse cassette deck xith homostal imer loadiij • l-Wi bass reHei spealier sj'Stei • CD text readj' • full remote control 
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MOVIE > The Last Big Thing idirkctid bt dan zukovici In the film The Last Big Tiling, L.A.'s hippest new 
glossy zine (titled Tile iVejn Big Tiling) doesn't actually exist. Simon Geist, bogus NBT editor, loathes the cul- 
ture of instant "genius," advertisement as "art," retro-hip TV such as Tie Beverly Hillbillies, and sets off to 
interview soap stars, models, and rockers solely to mock their shallowness for his own gratification. But in 
the end, Geist (like writer/director Dan Zukovic) is revealed a fraud, a wannahe actor/musician/icon who par- 
lays failure into an attack on pop culture. The Last Big Tbuig joins the queue of Hal Hartley-ish pseudointel- 
lectual poses that make even the staunchest highbrow feel icky and long for Jethro and Elly May. b.d. 

« Screaming for vengeance: Dan Zukovic and Susan Helmbinder share their views on pop culture. 
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about widespread marijuana use in the 
league. "The drug thing in particular," 
says Gervino, "is just something we 
don't think our readers care about." 

More notably, Page and Gervino (both 
of whom are white) stick to the fiction that 
Slam is tolorless." This may be little more 
than lip-service to fwrtchy advertisers, but 
it also sells the magazine short Contribu- 
tor Jackson states the obvious: "Of 
course basketball is black. You can't get 
around that. And of course that's a big 
part of the soul and flava of the magazine.' 

As it is a big part of the recently 
launched, and doubtlessly S/am-inspired, 
Source Sports, a quarterly put out by the 



Source, Armed with the tag line, "Our 
Athletes. Our Voice," it too sees black 
sports through the prism of black culture. 
(One notable difference: The magazine 
ran a story about NBA pot heads in its 
premiere issue.) 

While it isn't likely that the '^oul and fla- 
va" pioneered by Slam will ever dominate 
the lily-white sports magazine universe, it 
does chip away at the racial whitewash 
that typifies coverage of the game. Bas- 
ketball today is hip-hop, and hip-hop is 
black. Slam's recognition of that fact feels 
at least a little like progress. "We're just 
trying to represent without fronting," says 
Jackson. Why, yes. H 



3 > BOOKS CONTINUED 



current marginal status is inarguable 
proof that poetry itself is not to blame for 
the fact almost no one reads it. We're 
not talking about a gifted weirdo here. 

Koertge's poetry is practi- 
cally the definition of what 
popular American writing 
would be, if such a thing 
existed. It's utterly clear, 
crafted down to the minut- 
est syllable, and alluringly 

original in its personal 

approach to everything it 
addresses, whether that be 
the standard-issue weirdness of being in 
love, the creepiness of suburban life, or 
the effect of any number of pop-culture 
icons. Here's a poem from the recently 



mm t 



Catchy as Hanson. 



published Makmg Lovelo Roget 's Wife 
(University of Arkansas Press): 

"Conning Out" 

ol the hospital with the news I that she 
has a skull like marmalade I and may, at lit- 
teen learn I to talk like a fish, 1 1 kxk in the 
window of the store I by the bus stop and 
see my I open collar I tousled hair I and I 
think that in another day I or two, when the 
smudges / under my eyes are even dark- 
er. 1 1 will fae very, very attractive / indeed. 

Koertge's poems are like great singles- 
catchy and charismatic, with a spooky 
emotional weight that makes rereading 
them addictive. Which, in the end. may 
be the best case for poetry of all. a 
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H/HEN THEY M/ERE B/ID 

BZAT Gnu. IBUZZARD ENT.i. EXPRESSO BONGO ibuzzaho ent i 

With the teen-movie genre now stuck in its newly revamped formulaic rut (ironic 
slasher + smirky kid from WB series + Third Eye Blind on soundtrack •= hit! ). the recent 
video rereleases of two films set in London's late-'50s boho rock scene offer a return to 
a simpler, more scandalized view of adolescence. In the boy-centric Expresso Bongo, 
cuff Richard plays the title character, a milk-fed rock star who wonders why he's get- 
ting tagged as a purveyor of "Oedipus rock" (which, admittedly, does sound vaguely 
twisted), and is then mortified when his likely virginity becomes a topic of public 
debate. It all works out in the end for the earnest Bongo, but in Beat Girl the title hot- 
tie's sordid impulses have more damning consequences, like near-rape. Curious about 
her new stepmom's [onnei life as a stnppei. Beat GUI (played by the Baidat-ish Gillian 
Hills) breaks with the hipsters at the Off-Beat cafe and inquires within at the local top- 
less joint. Pretty soon, she's hosting after-hoius parties, smoking cloves, and swilling 
vodka, until Dad discovers her stripping in the living room. Outraged, he yells. "Get out 
of here, you jiving scuml" and begs her to please keep her clothes on. Such alarmist 
messages serve a whole new role in today's teen films: They give the pseudo- 
deconstiuctionist kids in a Scream rip-off something to laugh at. maureen cauahah 
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Touch Of Evil Imovfe] 

^ 1998's most 'now" release, Orson Welles's dazzler was made 
in 1958. Combines sex. drugs, violence, and a visual style that 
shames MTV. (October Films) 
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Giovanni vs. Mec ha- Giovanni (Web site] 

A monster movie like they used to make monster movies, 
(www.torgo.com/giovanni) 

Hammer time [infom«rclat] 

MC Hammer has started his own ministry, and has a late-night 
evangelical infomercial (try BET around 1 1 :30 p.m.) to prove it 

Buddy Faro (TV show] 

Dennis Fanna stars in a deeply weird Rat-Pack-cum-Ausffn- 
Powers show. The conceit is not how different things are today 
but how similar. (CBS) 



l^p) Iron Mmkhtn: Run to the Hilts, the OfficM Biography [book] 

Mick Wall's soon-to-be classic. Balls. (Harvill Press) 

£ S Certified Renegade American Product [Web site] 

. The South Park posse hawking "useless lifestyle merchandise... 
designed to celebrate and exploit our creative endeavors and those 
of our friends.' Lots of strange movies, Orgaimo props, merch, etc. 
(www.crapcrapcrap.com ) 



Blue Paige [book] 

Sordid, nearly incomprehensible story of a Republican mapmaker. 
his gay junkie brother, a road trip, and an Internet video-sex ranch. 
Oh, and a murder. (Gutter Press) 

ego trip. Vol. 4, No. 1 [magazine] 

The last hurrah for the world's rawest, stinkiest, laugh-out-loud fun- 
'rr niest— and now defunct- magazine about hip-hop. Fare thee well, 
gentle friends. 



1$ 


CNCESr 




■LOtMNCUP 


h 


RECOMIIAEMOED 




SUOPRISINO 


k 


PIECE OF ASS 




Yjun 




UNFORTUNATE 
RETRO 




DELUXE 
UNGERING 




WILL IMPRESS 
YOUR FRIENDS 




so BAD 
ITS GOOD 




WILL MAKE YOU 
FEEL DIRTY 




COMSUMEM 
MOOEIUnON 



Cr:i 



whaf s on mind? 




For more information, call u$ at 1-888-GBX-SHOE, 



eiMe cax is a registered trademark of harbor footwear group, ltd 



the worst foe 





A chilling new adventure thai could only 
come from the creators of Final Fantasy* VII. 




Only on PlayStation - Only from 
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www.squaresoft.com 
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SHI'S BIIN OILLED A BITCH, A SELLOUT, 
ilND A MURDIRIR. 
MflTH A LONG-4IWAITED HOLE 4LBUM FINilLLy 
HITTING THE STREETS, 
COURTNEY IS DEFENDING HER LIFE 
BY PHILIP MfEISS 



photographs by LUIS S/tNCHIS 
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Courtney Love was talking about the Vice President. 
"He goes, 'I'm a really big fan,' and I was like, 'Yeah, right. Name a 
song, Al.' 'I can't name a song, I'm just a really big fan." 
"You sa/d that?" 
"Yeah. I went to this big fancy producer's house. There were about 14 
of us invited to dinner with Al Gore. I'm sitting next to this guy who's like Gore's 
Stephanopoulos, and I said, 'Why am I here?' Because the only other famous person 
there was Kevin Costner. He said, 'We've done our research and we want your vote,' 
and I was just so proud. There are pictures of it. Edward has them. For some reason 
I looked really wholesome that night, and when the pictures got developed, it's like me 
and Al, and we're dancing a little and we're fighting. I was throwing my hands at him. 
And I brought them up to my mother-in-law at Christmas and framed one for her. I was 
really impressed, which happens very rarely." 

Love drew another French cigarette out of the pack on the kidney-shape table. 
Edward was Edward Norton, the actor with whom she's been linked romantically. 
"You're jaded," I said. 

"No. Yeah. It's because really early on, living in Los Angeles, when I first hung out 
with Eric'— ErIandson, Hole's guitarist— "we'd see a famous person and he'd gawk 
and I'd say, 'Eric, that person is no better than you, don't gawk,' so in order to catapult 
to where I wanted us to be we had to deal with people that we were really impressed 
by, like Kim [Gordon] and Thurston [Moore, both of Sonic Youth) or Michael Stipe-you 
have to be able to shut down and afford that person the consideration that their fame 
and they are very, very separate. I just learned to do that from an early age." 

Love finished the cigarette and got up to go to an alcove, and I heard a blender 
going, growling through organic vegetables. This was late at night in the greenroom of 
a recording studio off Times Square in New York City, and she was working on Hole's 
new record. Celebrity Skin. She came back out of the alcove wearing a mustache of 
green-purple juice. It set off the black, fashionable outfit she had put on to meet with 
movie people that day 

"Madonna was talking to me about responsibility," she said. "Our responsibilities. 
And some of what she says I think is a load of hogwash, and some of what she says is 
true. It's like a 17-year-old girl comes up to you and tells you that she does drugs 
because you did drugs. I mean that's like a heavy negative social responsibility. How 
do you atone for that?" 

"That girl is doing drugs because she wants to," I said. 

Love would have none of this. "I see pictures of how I looked," she said. "It's disgust- 
ing. I'm ashamed. There's death and there's disease and there's misery and there's giv- 
ing up your soul, there's this creaky old-man phenomenon that happens to you. The 
human spirit mixed with certain powders is not the person, it's the demonic presence. 

'If you want to go back to Madonna for a moment, a quote from Vanity Fair, 'She 
doesn't have a self-destructive bone in her body.' Well, I have many"— Love gave a 
mature, wheezy laugh-"and I've broken a bunch. I think self-destructiveness is given a 
really bad rap. I think that self-destructiveness can also mean self-reflection, can mean 
poetic sensibility, it can mean an empathy, it can mean a hedonism and a libertarianism 
and a lack of judgment. But when you're living the fantasy of someone else's shadow, 
you're not light. Everyone's scared of you, you can't really make any friends, they want 
to have a big Hollywood meeting with you just so ttiey can stare at you for ten minutes. 
You know what I mean?" 

She slumped on the couch and lit a cigarette. 

THIS SPRING AND SUMMER, AS HOLE PREPARED THEIR THIRD ALBUM, COURTNEY 
Love was under attack everywhere. The film Kurt and Courtney aired accusations that 
Love played a role in the 1994 death of her husband, Kurt Cobain, and while even film- 
maker Nick Broomfield said he didn't believe the claims, they were treated seriously in 
the press. (A book, published by a fringe press but picked up nationwide, actually sug- 
gested she was a prime suspect.) The movie tapped into what appeared to be a wide- 
spread hatred of Love. She was a Yoko figure, demonized for sucking the lif eblood from 
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Kurt Cobain. Once an icon of uncompromising female rage, she now seemed 
grasping and shallow, hungering for fame and acceptance as a movie star, putting 
on designer gowns to attend the Academy Awards and posing for Richard Avedon 
ads for Versace. Was she anything more than just desperately ambitious? And as 
for her music, rumor had it that Hole's long-delayed new record had abandoned the 
hard crunch of the classic Live Through This for a deracinated California sound. 

Could she do anything right? I spent hours wKh the band and Love through the 
first half of the year as they finished Celebrity Skin. It was clear what so angered 
people about Love, but the hostility toward the "New Courtney" was at times smug 
and self-congratulatory. During the past year, Love has been largely silent (at least 
for her), and it only seemed fair that she be allowed a full defense. 

ON A RAINY FEBRUARY AFTERNOON, LOVE CAME INTO THE OUAD RECORDING 
Studios in Times Square wearing a Peruvian wool hat down to her eyebrows, 
beige corduroy jeans with a hole in them, and a chic green sweater. A guy with a 
video camera was taping her from a tripod set up next to the mixing board. "For 
posterity," Love said a little self-consciously as she crashed down on the couch. 
"Don't worry, we control the tapes." 

It came up that we'd both lived in Minneapolis, and Love said, 'Did you see my 
picture at the post office?" 

"What for?" 

"Boyfriend-stealing and starting fires.... I used to move in with people and fuck 
them because I thought they'd give me their powers. And they did." 
"Weren't you projecting on them?" 

She gave me a funny look. "I was joking," she said. "You're so literal— that's tragic' 



Her yoga teacher had arrived, and Love walked down the narrow hall to meet 
her. She was a calm smiling woman in a white leotard. Gurmukh. Love apologized 
for being late. 

'What have you been doing?" Gurmukh asked. 

"Kissing ass," Love said. 

LATER THAT NIGHT, LOVE, ERLANDSON, AND BASSIST MEUSSA AUF DER MAUR 
were in the greenroom talking about the record. The posterity guy was back with the 
video camera A large man. Love's voice coach, sat on the black leather couch next to 
her, hands draped around her head, massaging her sinuses. Drummer Patty Schemel 
was the only one who wasn't there. The band argued over the name for the album. 

"I love the name Holy War. It's a mission statement. It's a statement of such pre- 
tense and import. It's incredibly ambitious, I like it for that," Love said. 

Eriandson held out for Sugar Coma. 

"Do you want to live with that 20 years later?" Love asked. 'Sugar Coma is so 
pedestrian— it denotes the end of a cycle. Something deadly. If executives like it, 
you know it's bad." 

"What about Best Surtday Dress?" Auf der Maur asked. 

"It sounds like Kurt Weill," Love said. 

I sat there quietly, burning over the "kissing ass" comment from earlier. And 
Love had hurt my feelings a second time. Auf der Maur was leafing through a 
Harper's Bazaar v/hen I asked Love what it was like to run across people she knew 
in magazines. "You're nervous. Don't ask stupid questions," she said, and she was 
right. I was nervous; it was a stupid question. 

But the casual flip of her powerful hand across my face in front of everyone was 
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humiliating. As she went on, talking about how she meant the record to be a "mas- 
terwork," I began developing a critique of her in my mind. She was big and queenly. 
Like all ambitious control freaks, she bent others to her will. 

Later, Love was gentler. "Darwinism got me through a hard time," she said, 
lolling on the couch. Darwinism could explain drug addiction, Darwinism could 
explain the chemical of love, Darwinism made Freud look ridiculous. 

"Aren't you being reductive?" I said. "It's just a lens for looking at stuff. What 
about astrology as a lens?* (The band enjoyed zodiacal talk.) 

"There's a truth in it. but I sort of stopped after I learned that Harrison Ford and 
I have the exact same chart," she said. "We're like the only two celebrities with 
double Cancer." 

"Maybe you share qualities." 

"Yeah," Love said. "He's a stoic." 

CELEBRITY SKIN DOESN'T HAVE THE UNHARNESSED ANGER OF LIVE THROUGH 
r/)/s— nothing as awesome as the moment when Love sang of a betrayer, "Come 
on, take everything / Take everything, I want you tol" on "Asking For It"— but it has 
mature complexities, an atmosphere of regret and mistakes and disgust. The 
songs that stayed with you the longest were the deepest, the most felt, the haunt- 
ing key and plainly mixed feelings of "Petals" or "Boys on the Radio." In "Boys on 



the Radio," there was undying anger and love and contempt, mythic/poetic images 
of vanity and self-loathing, all interwoven in a pop melody. "In your endless sum- 
mer night / I'll be on the other side / When you're beautiful and dying / All the 
worid that you've denied / When the water is too deep / ...I will ease your suffering/ 
...I know that you are rotten to the core / 1 know that you don't love me anymore." 

A few nights later, Eriandson was eating take-out Chinese, his long body fold- 
ed on the floor. Love was watching the Biography Channel and puttering away 
online. "I'm not pregnant.' she said to the screen, then asked Eriandson to disen- 
gage the computer for her. Love is flaky about those sorts of things-keys, money, 
and so forth. 

I asked them why the album took four years. 

She said, "Someone dies [Cobainj. Have a child. Someone dies [bassist Kris- 
ten Ff aff). Do a major movie. Oh, by the way, stop putting things into your body that 
you've been putting in for, oh, a decade. Umm, gee, I don't know, is that four 
years? I think that's about four years of your life. I mean it's pretty obvious. I don't 
care about prolific, I want a body of work that is like, everything was good." 

Eriandson said, "That there is so much crap out there that people are putting 
out— I say, write for yourself, record your music for yourself, but don't put out crap 
to the public if you know it's not..." 

"Be trustworthy," Love interrupted. 'If my and Harrison Ford's charts are exactly 
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alike, the one thing about Harrison Ford I can seem to relate to, you put the product 
out, you kind of know it's going to have some level of quality to it" 

"We had another record in this four years we could have put out, and it was 
shit," Eriandson said. 

"It was self-indulgent," Love said. 'It was Plath. it was Sexton, it was shit." 

'Thank God we didn't. Why torture the world with another crappy record?" 

A man came to the door who was by all appearances Edward Norton and, seeing a 
reporter, disappeared. Love grabbed Eriandson's acoustic guitar and went out to the 
hallway. As she did, the body of the guitar clapped hard against a metal folding chair. 

'Aaah,' Eriandson said, with buffered pain. 

When Love came back, the two of them spoke of how they had always wanted 
Hole to be a mainstream success. "That was our biggest worry back then," Eriand- 
son said of the band's start, "that 'Hole' [the name] could not be a mainstream 
band, and we wanted to be popular enough and sell enough records." 

"But also, when we started out. all I really wanted to do is piss everybody off," 
Love said. 

'I think it'd be great if [Celebrity Skin] pissed a lot of people off," Eriandson said. 
'H won't piss anybody off," Love said. "It's supposed to provoke thought. There's 
a good quote. I can only paraphrase it. Ninety-five percent of all popular culture Is 
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"IT'S JUST DRIVE. IT ISNT /H>1CHIN>lTIONS 
AND IT ISNTSHREmSHNESS. [IT'S] 
D/^RH/INIS/H. I JUST WAH\ TO SIGNAL 
TH/4T I'M A l^ORTHH/HILE MAIE." 



pornography, S percent creates inspiration, new aesthetic, and grace in people. I'd 
like to be in that 5 percent, using pop." 

Eriandson went into the studio to work, and I brought up Kurt Cobain. My reading 
of Celebrity Skin is that Love has distanced herself from her marriage, that she 
associates Cobain with dysfunctional behavior, and both pitied him and was angry 
at him, and was angry at the world of celebrity for being a place he couldn't survive. 

The album's bad/great drug song, "Use Once & Destroy," was a dark spiral that 
came close to confessional. The voice was angry at first "I went down to rescue 
you / 1 went all the way down / 1 went down for the remains / Sort through ail your 
blurs and stains." Then abruptly it turned pained, loving: "Ooh, I will follow yOU / 
Anytime anywhere / Ooh, I will come for you / Just say you aren't there." 

Love had said there was a personal subtext In some of the songs, but she was 
unwilling to decode the messages. "I won't talk about it because it's none of your 
business," she said simply "Because you will never know." 

"Right now we're talking about the death of your husband?" 

"Or whatever, specifically, all of that shit— you will never know what that was like. 
And you will never know what that person was really like. And you will never ever 
ever know the personal truth of that relationship. And I will never exploit it for you. 
So that's all I have to say about it, you know, and in the beginning, somebody 
should have locked me in my fucking roomfoCttyMr." 

"But was it helpful to you?" I asked. 

She stopped short. "The truth is. it was." 

'So why are you lacerating yourself?" 

"You're right, it was cathartic, but I think people really took advantage of it. Let 
me tell you, I gave some of the most amazing performances that people have ever 
seen, they'll never see stuff like that again. It was like opera. But all I'm saying is 
that I can't and I won't engage in this kind of deep discussion of that situation 
because it's . .you weren't there. You dont know) W» mllM^ if* nriiM, and 
already been robbed from me." 

Angered, she was vital and pw Bo nt I kept at it lent there a way that certain 
aspects of it are not yours." 

"You know what: I'm concerned with my emotional Ha.' 

"But you're a performer, you like things epic." 

"That whole other part of it, the mythic element, the archetype element of it, that 
has nothing to do with my reality. What was mine has been...a lot of it has been 
stolen from me." 

The mistrust that had been underlying the conversation came to the surface. "I 
don't know how bad your jones is for this shit," she said, "and I hope it's not 
huge. ..it's a gender thing too. I fucking like lived in that shadow and I'm alive and I'm 
going to live and I'm going to have great romances that are more than that was. I*m 
not going to live in that fucking shadow, it's not my fucking shadow. I refuse." 

At the end, when I'd transcribed nearly 40,000 words of Courtney Love's con- 
versation in files, I did a search for "Kurt." It came up twice, both times Kurt Weill. 

IN MARCH. LOVE WENT TO LOS ANGELES, AND SOON AFTER, CELEBRITY SKIN'S 
release was put off from June to early September. The pressure on the record was 
enormous, some of it self-applied. Working with producer Michael Beinhorn, Hole 
were bent on putting out a masterwork, an album that was the equal to Live 
Through This, to Nevermind. Then there was outside pressure. It's an unfriendly 
time for raw, guitar-based music, and yet Hole want this record on the radio. Gef- 
fen Records has not had a hit in some time; meanwhile, many of its talented staff 
have moved elsewhere. Lately the label's parent company, UnwB IM l, baiigM Poly- 
Gram, fueling speculation that Geffen may be folded. 

And, of course, there were all the lances aimed at Love. "There have been faw 
peopie in the histcHy of rock muaic who have more to prove than this person with 
Ihia raooid,* aaid Marit KMaa, an aonouM taho t«wriwd 
and now ia Am praaidanl of Grand Ftoyal Raoorda. W M of people are against har 
for WM o n a I dont trantto go into and dont naed to go into and that malce no 
aanaatomeatalL* 

OOwra WW* happy to go into wfqr they disliked her. Jon Pareles wrote in the 
Maw Vbrk Thtea that it waa Sad to aaa har awanning through Hollywood as H aha 
ooutdn't wait to become superficial." He questioned whalhar a millionaire adiaaa 
could have anything urgent to say to the mosh pit 

l^br serioua imiaio fana, Hoto'a new eound on CeMMdr Skin ia iKHind to atir 
other queeHona about flieir mbliMlion and intogi%L Ihe band raoenUy covered a 
Roetw o od IMao tune and viailed a band rahearaaL Hole twei* i mpraaaed by Hie 
older band'a profeeeionaliam. *Wlioa, now I eee how it ail worica,' Erlandeon aald. 



Then there was Billy Corgan, the Smashing Pumpkins' leader, who is close to 
several members of Hole and who will Inevitably get a fair amount of credit for the 
album if it turns out to be a success (much as Cobain was rumored to have been 
the creative genius behind Live Through This). "I hear it and it's not there, and I can 
take you there," Corgan had told Love after she sent him an early tape of the songs 
In 1997. Love overcame her initation at his arrogance to work with him for a couple 
of weeks. Corgan is a master who knows his craft and knows music history, too, 
from ragas to Sinatra to Top 40. He urged Eriandson to bring his guitar sound up 
and worked with Love on phrasing and hooks. A song could be bloody and intense 
and meaningful, but without a hook it wouldn't get on the radio. Corgan shares 
music credit on five songs, and his influence can be detected in such finely turned 
moments as the chorus on "Malibu," in which Love's voice diaplaya a rich auppie- 
ness over the bleeding edge of Eriandson's guitar. 

But two weeks of Corgan was evidently enough. The apprenticeship was some- 
times stressful, and Love didn't haunt what Corgan likes to haunt, strip clubs and hip 
restaurants. "Billy is more of a boy boy," Auf der Maur said with affectionate mockery. 

Corgan discovered Auf der Maur. It was only her sixth live gig, in a small Montreal 
club. "Kid, you can play," he said (and yes, she was cute, too) and it wasn't long 
before the two musicians had determined that they were both Pisces (Kurt 
Cobain's sign, as well). 

When Kristen Raff died in June 1994, Corgan recommended Auf der Maur to 
Hole. Love liked that Auf der Maur didn't want to leave Montreal for fame. The girt 
was grounded. Eriandson called with a list of serious questions. 

Do you play with pick or fingers? ("Pick, of course"— fingertips are for funk or 
jazz.) Do you sing? (Yes; her biggest musical influence was the classical choirs 
she was in as a girl ) What about drugs? (1 don't have any hiStOiywilh drugs What- 
soever.") And, what's your sign? 

"We're all very astrologically aware," Auf der Maur said over lunch in New York. 
Pisces is at the end of the zodiac cycle, and that made her a good match for Love, 
she said. The thought is that later signs have been through the newcomers' experi- 
ences. Cancers [like Love] tend to be "Immature," Auf der Maur went on, "emotion- 
ally piimilive, e>perimentaL Whereas Pisces are more refined emotionai users." 

LAST SPRING, THE HIVE OF COURTNEY HATRED WAS THE MISSION DISTRICT OF 
San Francisco, where, despite Love's lawyers threat to sue, the Roxie Cinema was 
premiering the film Kurt and Courtney. The movie was entertaining but nauseat- 
ing. The Roxie calendar of events accurately described it as exploring Love's "pos- 
sible involvement in Cobain's death." and that was the most appalling thing about 
it, the way it licensed people to believe the worst on the basis of no real evidence. 
"A.s if- As fucking if." Love spluttered to me. The film was quite literally slander. 

Outside, afterward, viewers said they felt the people in the film wouldn't be say- 
ing such horrible things about Love if there wasn't something to it. 

"All the stories I heard prior to the movie and prior to Nirvana's success as far as 
her being a violent person were sort of reaffirmed," aaid a 29-year-old named Boz, 
who said he used to own a nightclub. 

"I see her as a chameleon," said a 37-year-old substance-abuse oounaelor 
named Michael Ryan. "And the Versace world probably looked like a better train 
ride than the one she was on. But who can blame her? She's a great showperson 
and a great manipulator, and I admire the drive. Even if it's like. I don't know who the 
fuck you are, lady, that's art If it would get her out of Seattle-get me a gown and I'M 
make millions. Who wouldn't?" He made a face. "Well, Kurt wouldn't." 

"Kurt, who I knew well, had many problems," said Gary Gersh, the recently 
departed Capitol exec who signed Hole when he was at Geffen, offering some- 
thing of a defense. "People have wanted to make her pay for Kurt's death since 
the day he died, and it's s complete and utter fucking waste of time. People who 
itnow her well have problems with Courtney for other reasons that have nothing to 
do with this.' 

The widespread hatred toward Ljowe drawe moal^ on the beKsf that ttwre ia 
nothing really genuine behind her anbiSon. One cfthe wont moments inXi/rfanrf 
Courtney was aomething Ijove plainly did to.hereelf, blowing up on the Today 
show, saying aim dMn"! want to talk ailout bar drug use to 7brfa/s Idemographic." 
It was weirdly eaioulating. 

The waya in which Love pravoheaua waa captured well by snHalian magazine 
I aaw on a CaHfocnia newsstand, it featured an AiMdon shot of Love on the cover 
and the headline 'TraagreMhrn o Integmleff BaaicailK "loonoolaat or Hack?" 
Broomfiekfe anewer waa aaay and deoapliva. For hia documantarjn he adopted 
the -role of oulaider, a noboi^ who atill haa integt% aligned wHh tlie himpen 
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THIS IS NOT MY /H/ISTERPIECE," SCHE/HEL SA\D, 'AND WHAT THE BAND HAS 
BECO/ME I DONT WAN! TO BE R4RT OF ANYMORE." 



fringe. In fact, Broomfield's no yob. He's a well-connected Brit, once an Intimate 
of Princess Diana. And yes. Love used her Hollywood-enhanced power to shut 
down Broomfield's funding and try to intimidate him. Still, his pose seemed disin- 
genuous and typical of Brit journalists who come here to slum. 

ON A SATURDAY MORNING IN MARCH, THE MAN AT THE FRONT DESK OF 
Chateau Marmont in Los Angeles called across the lobby and said Love was on 
the phone, and I ducked into the wooden t>ooth. She said she was lying in bed 
with her daughter, watching cartoons and ruing her fashion choice at the Gram- 
mys, which had taken place in late February. 

"Me and Jewel were overdressed. We were wearing designer gowns. Fuck that. 
Oh God, I'm not doing it anymore. I'd love to be brave enough to grow my hair 
brown and, like, have armpit hair." 

She was on a tear. She said that movies were a big part of why she had become 
a rock star. Ten years ago, virhen she was chubby and her nose was no good, she'd 
gotten turned down for a part in a David Rabe play in New York and had spied the 
casting director's clipboard, with a lot of rock stars' names, including Lydia Lunch. 

"If I went away and became a rock star, could I get these parts?' Love asked. 
"She said, 'The worid would be your oyster." 

But music was so demanding. Love wasn't going to let happen to her what Bob 
Dylan said happened to Judy Gariand, that she had died standing in front of a 
thousand clowns, still trying to give them what they wanted. That was the pathetic 
thing that happened to divas. Love said. 

"They give up their essential femininity. It's an onanistic thing.' 

"Slow down, please, Courtney,' I said, scribbling away on a message pad. 

"I'll be over in about an hour." 

I sat in the courtyard and tried to unpack her rant. But it was like so many of 
Love's riffs; it was performance, inspired, shimmering, and in the moment. You 
couldn't take it apart. In one comer of the courtyard a hummingbird rose and fell. 

Three hours later I was called again and Love was sitting alone where that hum- 
mingbird had been. She wore red stockings, clunky black shoes, a tweed skirt, 
and a pretty green shawl that made her eyes even more alive. She started riffing on 
gender. She had seen a show on the Discovery Channel about differences 
between the males and females of animal species. 

"Why do you get a mane?' she cried. 

"But giris are so much prettier than boys.' 

'Yeah, but decoratively. Decoratively! Externally!" 

"What about a peacock?' 

"But that's in nature. Look, I feel happier when I'm like protected by males, that's 
the big dirty secret of it all. I love men. Love menl" Her voice went hushed. "Love 

themi I just sort of hate them, too. I just want to srt at the table with equal grace...." 

A slim blond woman with a shopping bag walked under the colonnade on the 
other side, and Love broke off. 

"Here comes Claire Danes back from Fred Segal (a fancy clothing store]. She's 
growing up to be fine, isn't she. She gave me a cross look." 

■She did?' 

"She is truly growing up. It looks like she's filling out. She was cast In TTie Rain- 
maker when she wasn't even old enough to play a bride. She was 16. Maybe in 
Southern states you can marry at 16." 

She turned back to the subject of sex differences. 

"Why don't we get a quest? This friend of mine was trying to calm me down. 
She said, 'Psyche enters the darkest part of the forest, too.' But you know, getting 
to be Psyche and getting neurotic and lunar all the time, I'm like, yeah, it's at the 
mercy of all these male figures.' 

She went on, "I'm talking about valor and love and romance, and all these things 
seem not very Buddhistic. Is that a word. Buddhistic? It must be if ironical fucking 
is." (We had been arguing about whether ironical is a word.) Then her voice went 
Borscht Belt "They'll let in anything these days.' 

"That's funny," I said. 

"Thank you. I'm so glad you said that* 

"You're smart.' 

"Nobody will write about it. It doesn't make good copy. Bob Dylan's allowed to 
be smart and dark. I'm not because I wear lipstick or something. Dorothy Parker's 
allowed to be smart because she doesn't get fucked, right? Her liver's pickled, so 
she can be smart She paid her price up front Dead viromen can be smart.' 

A denim-clad man in the hotel's sitting area draped himself frankly against a window. 

"Is that person staring at you?" 



'Yeah, he totally is. Knock it off! I don't know him. It's the Chateau. They should 
throw him right out. What were we saying?' 

We were discussing how Love refused to be a gargoyle for a public that 
demanded realness. "I am not there to be their Patti Smith," she continued. "That 
is Polly Harvey's job. And if Polly Harvey isn't doing herjob, don't blame me for it, it 
is not my fucking problem. I never said I was going to be their geek. My job is to go 
down into this worid. I don't have to go make like feminine Anne Sexton music, I'm 
going to make music for the people. My job is like, fuck a\\ this gender difficulty, 
fuck all this female experience rage shit.' 

"What about the fashion stuff?' I said. "You've hung out with superficial people.' 

Now she tsegan yelling. "Because rock is so pure? Because the people in rock 
don't heartlessly and vilely, like, take advantage of young boys and giris and make 
them fucking sign their blood away on the dotted line for a 4 percent royalty rate. 
I mean, sit there and rip them off divinely" 

"The Versace pictures?" 

"I fucking wanted to do them. They seduced me plain and simple. They sent me 
so many clothes, they took me places in limos. They took, like, great pictures with 
worid-class photographers.' She laughed. "And I'm, like, yeah, fuck, who gives a 
shit? I don't care. I feel a little funny about it, but I did it anyway I just felt, like, this 
profound connection with [Versace's sister Donatella] and I love their clothes, and 
I love the weirdness and coolness of their clothes. I'm sorry— I'm not really sorry.* 

'Why should you be sorry?' 

"Because it's kind of lame, but it's kind of not. I don't know. I did the Versace 
campaign. I did it, I did it I did it.' 

DUSK SET IN, AND LOVE SUGGESTED WE CROSS THE COURTYARD TO A TABLE 
with a lantern over it This table was under a bushy palm tree and right next to an 
open window in the hotel. Love leaned into the room. "We're going to be talking 
loudly,* she said. "I'm just going to close this." 

The woman inside got a funny look. Love sat down. I asked her about acting ver- 
sus making music. "There's lots more bourgeois respectability' to acting, she 
said. 'But Meryl Streep probably doesn't know the sublime pleasure of standing in 
front of 10,000 people and, like, making them do whatever you want That's, like, 
the funnest thing in the worid. And, like, diving into them and being torn limb from 
limb.' And barely taking a breath, she launched into the business of it all, the num- 
bers. "The only difference is there's no royalty system for the artist In music 
there's a much healthier participation. You buy a record, I participate in it. In Holly- 
wood, you watch Mommie Dearest some time, just remember, she's [presumably 
Faye Dunaway] Is not getting a dime for that and it fucked her up, okay? So her 
psychic energy is being suspended, she's getting dime zero.' 

"Wait a second...." 

"Wait a second, yourself. Who's getting that money? White males in fucking 
suits. Okay? That's who's getting that money.' 
The woman came to the wnndow. 
"I like this window open," she said. 

Love shot her a look. I was afraid there was going to be a fight (Love's violent 
outbursts were legendary. She would later say her "rough streak* came from get- 
ting the crap beaten out of her in junior high school and juvenile hall.) 

"Okay, you got it,* she said. 

We went inside and sat on a couch in the comer. Love had more tea and the 
waiter gave her cigarettes and she unscrewed the little jar of honey, dripped it with 
a spoon into her cup. 

"What is so wrong with the word manipulate?' she said. "Huh? I manipulate this 
spoon to do something. You have to manipulate things. ' 

I brought up the time I first met her and she told Gurmukh the yoga teacher that 
she'd just been kissing ass. As I started to talk about my feelings. Love rocked 
angrily on the couch. "Does that take away your authenticity?* she said. "Oh my 
God. Now you're being mean. Now you're being mean." 

•Well, I felt..." 

"Usedl? Exploitedl? WhatI Oh my God! I'd rather be funny and, like, say 'kissing 
ass' in front of somebody. I was just poking fun at the whole idea. But in the end, 
all this exchange is going to be, in the end, is product Product' 

It was the heartless, overiy defended part of Love, the sense that everything is a 
means to an end. For a moment I identified with her former lover in the Kurt and 
Courtney movie, rocker Rozz Rezabek, who says bitterly there was little that was 
genuinely "felt' in Love's dealings with him. 

She seemed to sense that and tried to explain herseK. "It's just drive,' she said. *H 
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isn't machinations and it isn't shrewishness, although that's what's ascrilsed to it 
when it's a quality in females traditionally. It's just drive for your own vision to be part 
of the world order. And that's Darwinism. I just want to signal that I'm a worthwhile 
mate, and my skill at this one thing." 
She got up to go and left her little black handbag on the couch. 

OVER THE SUMMER, LOVE GOT EVEN MORE NEGATIVE PRESS. FROM BEING 
nowhere, the Broomfield movie was suddenly everywhere. So much for Love's 
efforts to suppress it. In London it was pulling positive reviews. "Inspired stuff,* 
said The Independent on Sunday. Back at home, the press seized on the film as 
an occasion to do stories that tried to put Love in her place. \r\The New Yorker, the 
essayist Daphne Merkin focused on Love's personal transformation, everything 
from plastic surgery to her contract with the PR firm PMK, and said that the 
change was unconvincing and made her infinitely less interesting. Love later told 
me that all the plastic surgery she'd had was before her transformation, before the 
early 1990s (and, calling the issue "cheesy," said that if she needed any further 
work done she would do it). The movie did set off a mild pro-Courtney backlash: 
Lots of moviegoers expressed sympathy over the footage in the film of her belliger- 
ent father, to which Love responded that she never knew him, saying she spent a 
total of only two weeks of her life with him. Yet she claimed an inheritance from 
him: "Nerve." 

Not all Hole's problems came from outside. About the time the cover art for 
Celebrity Skin was going to press, it was decided Patty Schemel had to leave the 
band. I was told that Schemel was using drugs and had not heeded interventions. 
But Schemel said this was not the case. She said that producer Michael Beinhorn 
had never warmed to her style and ultimately brought in a replacement, a man, to 
play the parts Schemel had written. Feelings of artistic betrayal made it too painful 
for Schemel to imagine going on stage with Hole, and the band concurred. "This is 
not my masterpiece, and what the band has become I don't want to be a part of any 
more," she said by phone from Los Angeles, now and then weeping over the end of 
her six years in Hole and the loss of close friendships with Love and Auf der Maur. 

In spite of these setbacks, Love was in the most relaxed mood I'd experienced 
with her when we spoke in July She had just returned from days of meditation in 
New Mexico, where she said she'd had a vision. Her acting plans were set. She 
was going to begin filming Man on the Moon for director Milos Forman {Forman 
had worked with Love on The People v. Larry Flynt). The new film is about Andy 
Kaufman, the comic, who died in 1984, and Love will play the girlfriend. According 
to Love, the deal was celebrated at a June dinner with Forman at a Brentwood 
restaurant during which Love's costar, Jim Carrey, rose from the table and 
smashed a wine bottle on the wall to herald Love's birthday. 

"I'm going to enter this psychic space where I will be the soul of empathy," Love said 
of the role. "I'm going to play one of the softer, understanding, nonjudgmental, brown- 
haired, '70s dirndl-skirt tights and Scholl sandals, no-makeup hippie chicks who were 
endlessly fascinated by weirdness but also completely 100 percent supportive." 

Love was no longer the avatar of the angry young woman. And she seemed to 
agree with some of her fans when she said her old anger was "something in myself 
that I seem to have betrayed." 

"How did you betray it?" 

"By getting married. By being romantic. By falling in love. By wanting to have a 
baby By not being hard. By being seduced by love. I walked off from my past." 
"Isn't that growth you honor?" 

"Sort of, but sometimes I hate myself for it. Sometimes I get really angry. I think 
about all the hard divas that I met that have hard hearts and didn't fall for the boys. 
And I'm going to be a woman. When I'm done with this, no one's going to stop me 
from being a woman. I'm not saying that in a Cosmo sense of the word: She Has It 
All. But you know what, you can have whatever you want. You know why? You know 
why? This is Americal H's not England. It's fucking Americal God bless it! I mean itl" 

That was aimed at Tina Brown, the Englishwoman who was editor of the New 
Yorker when it printed Daphne Merkin's article and had recently struck a deal with 
Miramax to produce movies, TV shows, and a magazine. The message of the New 
Yorker piece, Love said, was un-American: What she comes from she must return 
to. "Like, born a serf, die a serf," Love said. "Born a coarse-featured peasant, die a 
fucking.... Kiss my assi Someone told me [Brown's] coming out here to head a stu- 
dio. Not on my fucking time she's not. She enters the 213 area code, I'm going to 
throw her right the fuck back out" 

Love clearly loves controversy, even after a week of meditation. "I think you're 
still motivated by a need for attention." I said. 



"But so what? I feel like I have a duty. I as an architect have a need to impose 
my worldview on the culture. I was born with that need. But I'm not emotionally or 
spiritually bankrupt and I never have been. And even when I was as close to 
being spiritually bankrupt as you can get, I had a core in me that, still ragingly 
and with passion and with conviction, wanted to be the person who puts my 
vision out." 

"Was it necessary to use people here and there?" I said. 

Love was put off at first, then said, "Using, yeahl Mentoring, yeah. Learning craft 
from some people, learning self-effacement from others, watching people do their 
art Is it Athena who rises with the stallions and when they fucking get exhausted 
and they fall down, she just switches and gets another one? Yeah, to win the race, 
to get through the gates. What did they get out of me? A lot. The men run compa- 
nies. The men are multimillionaires. The one man that I loved so much and didn't 
feel that way about"— she was finally talking about Cobain— "he was crushed, and 
he was crushed for, and I believe this, he was crushed for his love for me. They 
killed him because he loved me. That's not what the weak, enfeebled, emascu- 
lated Dionysian hero is supposed to do. He's not supposed to love me. But he did. 
That is a tragedy." 

Her voice drained off. 'But he was so sensitive.... I don't want to get too into this." 
She was willing to talk about her current relationship. 

"I have a boyfriend. He's magnificent I wrote some incredible songs about him. 
I don't think I've ever had a boyfriend quite as great as this boyfriend, an incredible 
noble brilliant human being who has inspired me to learn so much. But I'm not 
going to say who he is. Because you know why? I'm not going to serve him up for 
everyone to fucking slice up and emasculate, i will never ever let that happen to a 
man again. I'd cut my heart out before I'd let that happen." 

"That's what happened before?" 

"I didn't serve anybody up on purpose, but I wasn't hiding it, and I wasn't doing 
that like, WASP thing of not talking about it I got married. There it was. Big, bold, 
punk-rock, black-and-white, crazy-ass, fucking ride into town, like gypsies. I didn't 
know and I'm an idiot and I should have known." 

"You mean the ways you allowed yourself and others to be exposed?" 

"Yeah." 

It was hard to imagine an equal relationship with Love. She was forceful, loud, 
controlling. "One of the things about you, Courtney, in a relationship is you have 
such energy and, you once said, testosterone." 

"Estrogen too," she said. 'I'm trying to balance them.... Okay Let me tell you 
something about my personal history in terms of men. They have to be butch in the 
end. .. They can walk around in fucking dresses for all I care, so long as I get 
thrown around the room. It's a contest I don't care what you do for a living. If you 
can throw me around the room, then you've mastered me." 

LOVE'S VISION HAD COME TO HER WHILE SHE WAS MEDITATING WITH A GROUP 
of Sikhs, but at night she had become impatient She had to sit through lectures 
about the grace of the divine mother, and she had protested. What about the 
divine whore? she asked. Why were so many religions based on the grace of the 
creation of life? 

"What about the woman as the keeper of everybody else's sexuality? She 
maybe doesn't make the sons but she keeps the sons. Okay?" 

As she recited these intensely personal experiences into my tape recorder, 
I thought this is how she annoys people. She is too needy for comfort, too raw ever 
to be truly embraced. She says she will never again offer up her innards for public 
inspection, then she does just that She thinks this spectacle will elevate the 
horde. Maybe it will: and mayt>e it is her own destruction, too. Is any other popular 
figure so hugely compelling? 

"So in my vision there were these gates at the end of an arc," she continued. 
"Like a Roman arc of triumph, and I'm on a horse, going in through the gates on 
a stallion, or in my case, a mare. So as I'm going through the gates I see by the 
side of the road this exquisite house. And I'm thinking the divine whore is the 
person who's never allowed into the gate. She has to live in tfie nicest house 
outside the town before the gates. You can't even see her trophies, because her 
trophies have been covered up by the trophies and inheritances of other people. 
And all she does is covet men's power. And I realized, I don't live in that house 
anymore.' H 

Log on to SPINofiline for a star-map history of Courtney Love, including features, news, 
soundclips, and e-mails tor the girl with the most cake. Keyword: Spin on America Online. 




THE ONE MAN IHAJ I LOl^ED SO MUCH. . .HE WAS CRUSHED FOR HIS LOVE 
FOR ME. THEY KILLED HIM BEC/IUSE HE LOl/ED ME." 
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Many years ago, director Todd Solondz was hard at 
work on his first novel. These were lonely, bewil- 
dering times for the young artist— long before the 
Cannes prize, the Hollywood lunches, the glare of 
publicity. Actually, it was before the fourth grade. His influences 
were the usual for an eight-year-old fabulist— Uoyd Alexander, C.S. 
Lewis, Harriet the Spy— but his dramatis personae were a bit less 
conventional. In particular, there was a character named Mr. Fuck. 

*l had no idea It was some sort of inappropriate word," Solondz 
recalls. "There was a lot of giggling and tittering when I showed it 
to everyone at school. I changed it, I remember, to Colonel Vuck- 
son, with a I'." 

In some ways, this perplexing childhood confrontation with 
"mature themes" sets the tone for Solondz's latest work. In his 
new film, Happiness, just such an encounter takes place, and it's 
among the most extraordinary film scenes of the year. 

A father sits on a sofa with his 12 -year-old son, answering 
questions about sex. The son's questions— phrased in the same 
awkward, pitch-perfect kid-speak Solondz wrote for Welcome to 
the Dollhouse—have to this point in the film elicited the gentle 
candor you'd expect from a loving, plugged-in parent. But as the 
topic turns from nocturnal emissions to the father's own sexual 
life— which has recently included certain acts with prepubescent 
boys— this candor becomes something excruciating and spectac- 
ular, almost like a special effect 

"Then what did you do?" asks the son, tears running down his 
face. "Did you. ..masturbate?" 

"No," says the father, choking up. ''I...made love... I fucked them." 

The scene puts heartrending familial love smack up against the 
darkest recesses of human sexuality. It presents a pedophile as a 
fully rounded character and shows honesty as a sort of ultimate 
redemption. It has also proved to be just a tad controversial. 

This July, shortly after winning the Cannes Film Festival's Inter- 
national Critics Prize, Happiness was dropped by its distributor, 
October Films, under pressure from parent companies. No cuts 
of scenes or material were requested. "There was apparently 
something that was inherently just too troubling for them that no 
cuts would alleviate," says Solondz. 

This is an increasingly common scenario for independent films. 
"A lot of the companies that we really thought were mavericks, like 
October and Fine Line and Miramax, are seeing the encroachment 
of corporate culture," says Christine Vachon, coproducer of Happi- 
ness. "A lot of the films that these companies made their names on 
they wouldn't even release today." 

While Happiness will appear in theaters this month, now being 
distributed by Good Machine Releasing (October returned ttie 
rights to Solondz and let him keep the money), the director has 
nonetheless made one of the most aggressively uncommercial 
films of the year. More significantly, he's made one, like Crash, 
Kids, and Bastard Out of Carolina, that's become a '90s test case 
of mainstream cultural tolerance. 

■PEDOPHILIA PER SE IS OF LITTLE INTEREST TO ME," SAYS 
Solondz, somewhat reassuringly In a Greenwich Village restau- 
rant, the slight SB-year-old in gigantic, thick-framed glasses 
speaks in the charmingly whiny outei^New York accent common 
to Nomian Lear sitcoms of the '70s. He at>sently smoothes a drink- 
ing-straw wrapper between two fingers while his singsong dis- 
course trips through words such as 'pedophilia" and 'cum shots." 
After a few darting glances, an older couple sitting behind him 
changes seats. 

"The movie is not so much about any perversion, so to speak," 
he says. "But rather about a kind of struggling to connect... I hope 
when people watch this movie they won't look and say, 'Look at 
those freaks,' but rather see these people in some way reflective 
of that world we live in...people dealing with desire, isolation. 



alienation just like the rest of us.' 

With 1995's Welcome to the Dollhouse, Solondz established 
himseH as a comedic visionary of daily suffering and abuse. Fol- 
lowing the travails of 1 1 -year-old junior-high outcast Dawn Wiener, 
Dollhouse brought a sharp, novelistic eye to terrain rarely explored 
without saccharine strings or fart jokes. (Its original title was Fag- 
gots and Retards.) In many ways. Happiness takes its cues from 
Dollhouse's most ominous line, in which Wiener's older brother 
describes high school: "They still call you names, just not so much 
to your face." Happiness shows what else they're not doing in front 
of your face. 

While the film features plenty of late-'90s hot buttons-errant 
sperm, assault rifles, Tamagotchi pets— the film's particular brand of 
controversy is quite unlike the punkish confrontationalism of Kids or 
the mannered kinkiness of Crash. Instead, Happiness's most trou- 
bling quality is its unpretentious frankness, its sensationalistic top- 
ics treated calmly. "There's nothing that I deal with on-screen that 
isn't exposed on a daily basis in the media," says Solondz. "But usu- 
ally |in the media] there's a very moralistic sort of stance, like 'Rape 
is bad,' as if there were an argument." 

Happiness skillfully merges an array of stories about house- 
wives, cab drivers, rapist doormen, and obscene phone callers, 
and shows how they function day-to-day. "I want everyone to see 
that there are layers to our lives that we may not all want to 
acknowledge," Solondz says. But Happiness, when it's not dis- 
turbing or heartbreaking, is also uproariously funny The film sets 
love scenes against Air Supply songs, murder fantasies to 
Pledge-commercial Muzak. It shows the tumblings, curses, and 
jism of the lonely and the horny. It's never clear whether we're 
supposed to laugh, cry, or picket the theater. "I suppose the moor- 
ings of the film are somewhat elusive," Solondz says. "But they're 
very present nevertheless. It's not a paint-by-numbers kind of 
experience for the audience." 

In this unsettling endeavor, Solondz is in some ways part of a 
new cinematic vanguard. His peers include writer/directors such 
as Neil (Your Friends & Neighbors) LaBute, Todd (Sate) Haynes, 
and even the latter-day Woody Allen, whose Deconstructing 
Harry almost gives Happiness a run for its money in lubricious- 
ness. All of these writer/directors have recently made uncommon- 
ly honest examinations of current social realities, addressing con- 
temporary relationships with a directness that feels shocking, 
and, at times, even cruel. 

But Solondz denies any meanness. *l feel very connected to my 
characters," he says. "With the suburbs, I didn't set out to show 
that oh, everything on the surtace is really nice, and underneath 
there are tliese demons lurking. The people are real to me, and 
I'm very moved by them. But often what they're going through Is 
also hilarious. What moves me is often what I find very funny, and 
vice versa." 

This refined sense of the tragicomic runs throughout Solondz's 
movies, which tf>e director characterizes as ^depressing sorts of 
comedies." His recent inspirations include photographer Larry Sul- 
tan, whose book of photo essays about his own family Solondz calls 
■Very sad and very funny." "There are all kinds of movies that make 
me laugh," he says, "but rarely comedies." In fact the word tomedy" 
itself seems a loaded temn in Solondz's universe. 

Even so, Solondz once tried his hand at stand-up. He spent a 
week remembering anecdotes, writing up bits, developing a rou- 
tine. 'The only thing missing," he says, "was confidence." The 
afternoon of his debut, his mother called. 

'I had the act all ready. I just needed that last push to go 
onstage," he says. 'So I said, 'Mom, I think I'm gonna be a stand- 
up comic' And she said to me [in a wan, Edith Bunker voice], 
'Well.. .go ahead. But you know you're not very funny. " 

Find out what Todd Solondz's cast really thought ot him. Go to SPINon- 
line at keyword: Spin on AOL for interviews with the stars of Happiness. 



Happy happy hardcore: There's nothing Itiat I deal vvlth on-screen,* says Solondz. 
"that isn't exposed on a daily basis in the media.' 
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Seven Mile and Greenfield may look like a lot of 
things, but the future isn't one of them. The 
busy intersection in northwest Detroit lies just 
south of 8 l^ile Road, the infamous boundary 
between the largest U.S. city with a majority African- 
American population and its prosperous and predomi- 
nantly white suburbs, but it might as well be a planet 
away. On a sunny Saturday afternoon in early June, 
Nation of Islam members stand in traffic hawking copies 
of the Final Call. Two kids sell katydids for $5 from a 
makeshift stand. Telephone poles act as crude town 
criers, with tattered handbills announcing 40 YEARS OF 

MOTOWN; THE REUNION and NEED CASH? REFINANCE! A 

weathered billboard threatening armageodon: july 1ST 
most likely heralds an overhyped action flick, but given 
Detroit's tragic history, anything is possible. 

It's a vista that hardly seems to fit the description 
"Techno City." the name Juan Atkins hung on Detroit almost 
15 years ago, yet this is the neighborhood where Atkins 



grew up, and where the futuristic electronic music began. 
It was near this spot that Buy-Rite Records stood, the first 
local store to offer 12-inch dance singles by area pro- 
ducers and musicians, tvlany of those same artists-Atkins, 
Derrick May, Kevin Saunderson, Carl Craig, to name a 
few— are now superstar DJs abroad, their international 
stature cemented years ago, but in their own community 
they're practically invisible. Atkins hopes to rectify that, 
and thus the "Godfather of Techno" has chosen this sto- 
ried corner as the location for his own record store. 

Named after the world's first techno label, which Atkins 
launched in 1985, the Metroplex Shop is celebrating its 
grand opening today The festivities should be the crown- 
ing moment of the 35-year old Atkins's career, but things 
don't go exactly as planned. Hard-lo-find singles by Atkins 
recorded under the name Model 500 hang on the wall, but 
only the white customers are leafing through the Detroit 
TECHNO racks: the store's few black shoppers are crowded 
around a display case of rap cassettes. Meanwhile, the 



shop's speakers shake to an altogether different beat. 
"There's some ho's in this house / If you see 'em point 'em 
out!" squeals a high-pitched rapper over preposterously 
fast BPMs. It's a cut mixed by DJ Assault, the current king- 
pin of Detroit booty music, the ghetto take on techno that 
currently has a vice grip on the local radio airwaves. Even 
in Atkins's own store, techno is no longer top atomic dog. 

Such is the dilemma faced by Atkins and his accom- 
plices. In the city where the assembly line was made a 
staple of modern life, techno's Henry Ford and his disci- 
ples welded together Motor City funk, European avant- 
garde composition, and Japanese gadgetry to form a 
whole new chassis, but found their invention unappreci- 
ated in the American marketplace. Like jazz musicians 
from Ben Webster to Dexter Gordon in the 1960s, 
Atkins, May, and Saunderson embarked for Europe in 
the late '80s to find their fame and fortune. These days, 
due largely to their accomplishments, Detroit is indeed 
known as "Techno City" to the dance world, a place 
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referred to in hushed, reverential tones. But Atkins and 
friends have suffered a double whammy: Not only have 
they failed to gam any real American success, they 
have lost their original black base in the process. "Our 
audience back home now is primarily white kids," May 
tells me later. "We could go out and promote in the 
black community, give out flyers, but they won't come, 
"cause they'll say. Ah, that music is weird. It ain't 
what's happening.'" 

"In the U.S.," Atkins says of the techno landscape, "a 
black kid can come up with something profound in his 
basement, and won't get noticed in his own backyard. 
But kids in the U.K. can discover it." In front of the store, 
some passersby have staged an impromptu rap concert, 
grabbing a mic and freestyling at shelf-rattling volume, A 
couple of shoppers glance at the singles on the wall, 
shrug, then leave. "Because of its racial politics," says 
Atkins, somewhat beleagueredly, "America is falling 
behind the rest of the world." 



THE TUG OF WAR AT THE HEART OF TECHNO MIRRORS 
the dissension in the city it hails from, Detroit is still recoil- 
ing from the repercussions of July 23. 1967, when a 
police raid on a black after-hours drinking spot touched 
off SIX days of violence, the worst U.S. civil disorder of the 
20th century until LA. in 1992, "White flight" to the sub- 
urbs was already well under way, but the riot put serious 
horsepower behind the city's abandonment. In the first 20 
years after the not. Detroit lost one third of its population; 
a city built for two million people has today dwindled to 
less than half that. In one generation. Detroit went from 70 
percent white to almost 80 percent black. Further devas- 
tated by a declining auto industry and skyrocketing unem- 
ployment, more than half of the city's manufacturing, retail, 
and wholesale base had disappeared by 1987. 

The fancy term for this is "delndustrlall^allon," but 
"ghost town" Is more apt. Far from the lawlessness that 
the national media have portrayed, the prevailing feeling 
in Detroit is an eerie emptiness. Prewar skyscrapers in 



the heart of downtown stand forlorn and abandoned; 
streets dotted with ramshackle shanties amid untended 
scrub look more like backcountry roads in the Missis- 
sippi Delta than arteries in a major urban core. 

Yet the city's postapocalyptic mystique is crucial to 
the mythology of Detroit techno. The contradictions in 
imagining a technologically advanced future while both 
the past and present sit in shambles around you are 
indeed, as are those of a sophisticated art music hailing 
from such a stubbornly close-minded, blue-collar town. 
"To the rest of the wodd. Detroit is like a prune pit." says 
Craig, "It's an underdog, but you can do what you've 
gotta do without people bothering you." 

Techno's roots in Detroit date back to a black FM DJ 
named Charles Johnson— better known by his on-air 
name, the Electrifying Mojo. From 1977 into the mid- 
'80s. Mojo practiced a philosophy he calls "counter- 
clockwiseology": ignoring the strict racial formatting that 
afflicted the local airwaves. "When I first got to Detroit, it 
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was like apartheid on the dial." Mojo recalls, "separatist 
radio." A typical evening's session of Mo|o's genre- 
defying Midnight Funk Association ranged from Parlia- 
ment's "Flash Light" to Visage's "Frequency 7," plus 
anything and everything by Prince. IVlost important, when 
the German electronic group Kraftwerk's Computer 
World came out in 1981, Mojo played virtually the entire 
album every night, making a lasting impact on impres- 
sionable young listeners like Juan Atkins. 

When Atkins was in high school, his family moved 
from the city to Sellevilie, a small rural town 30 miles 
southwest of Detroit. Because there were so few black 
families in Belleville, Atkins struck up friendships with 
two pals of his younger brother: Derrick May, who had 
also just moved from Detroit, and Kevin Saunder- 
son, who had recently relocated from Brooklyn, New 
York. Atkins turned his pals on to Mojo's radio show, 
and the trio began trading mix tapes, while Atkins, May, 
and May's friend Eddie "Flashin'" Fowlkes began spin- 



ning at parties under the name Deep Space Sound. 

At college, Atkins met Vietnam vet Rick Davis, and the 
duo formed a group called Cybolron, releasing a senes of 
singles and an LP. replete with robotic vocals and plinky 
Synth beats, before Atkins struck out on his own. He chose 
the name Model 500 as a way of "repudiating ethnic des- 
ignations." cloaking his persona behind a machinelike veil. 
For his debut as Model 500, Atkins formed a new label, 
Metroplex, and unleashed the 12-inch single "No UFO's," 
a tale of extraterrestrial encounters with a self-empower- 
ment subtext. Like a black version of punk rock, techno 
musicians around Detroit quickly launched their own 
labels— among them May's Transmat and Saunderson'a 
KMS— and started releasing records, many of them pro- 
duced by Atkins. Along with no budget blank record 
sleeves, the artists camouflaged themselves behind a 
dizzying vanety of alter egos, particularly Saunderson, who 
holds the unofficial record for aliases: He's recorded as 
Kreem, Reese, Reese & Santonio, Reese Project, Key- 



notes, Tronik House, Inner City. Inter City and his current 
persona, E-Dancer. The multiple monikers were "to help 
Detroit seem bigger," says Saunderson, to make it appear 
"that there was more going on," but this elimination of any 
telltale emblems of African-American identity would later 
haunt the Detroiters in their search for a black audience. 
While hip-hop was nsing to prominence as the vertte nar- 
rative of urban America, producing outsize personalities 
and memorable rhymes, Atkins and fnends were dispens- 
ing with vocals altogether, their sci-fi soundscapes serving 
as cerebral tickets out of the inner city, not so much 
escapist as transcendent. "I've always had this addiction to 
anything futunstic," Atkins says. "Maybe I think everything 
is going to be better." 

In 1988, Atkins's faith was rewarded when Virgin U.K. 
released the compilation Techno!: The New Dance 
Sound of Detroit, and the term that Atkins lifted from 
Alvin Toffter's The Third Wave was propelled into hipster 
vernacular Soon the poppier. house/techno blend of 
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"THIS IS OUR HO/HETOM/N," SAYS CRA\G. 
'Am FOR US TO BE >1LIEN>4TED LIKE THIS ISN'T RIGHT." 



"Good Life" and "Big Fun" by Saunderson's Inner City 
became enormous hits in Europe, and the locus of 
Detroit techno shifted overseas. "It wasn't that we went 
out to market records to Europe," says Atkins. "They 
picked up on something that America wasn't interested 
in." Thousands of E-fueled ravers greeted the Detroiters 
when they came to perform in England in '88 and '89, and 
the Continent soon became Motown's home away from 
home. "The world called," says May, "and we answered." 

These days the Motor City sports almost a dozen top- 
shelf DJs who slip in and out of Detroit Metro Airport 
unnoticed each weekend, bound for five-star hotels in 
Europe and Japan, armed only with their metal box of 
records and a change of clothes. Pocketing $2,000 to 
$5,000 a night, a hard-working DJ can make, as Craig 
points out, "hundreds of thousands of dollars" a year. In 
lieu of extended touring, the DJs jet back and forth 
across the Atlantic every couple of days, flitting in and 
out of some of the world's most scenic cities the way 
most folks make a run to the video store. Saunderson, 
for example, spends each Monday through Thursday 
with his wife and two sons, dutiful enough a dad to make 
sure he's home when the kids return from school, then 
heads to Europe for Friday through Sunday It gives a 
whole new meaning to the idea of commuting to work. 

"Whenever you get Derrick or any of these people 
together for more than an hour," says fellow mobile DJ 
Richie Hawtin, "the conversation inevitably will come 
back down to who's got the most frequent-flyer points." 

In the kitchen of Derrick May's stylish pad above the 
offices of his Transmat label, four clocks tell the time in 
London, Tokyo, New York, and Detroit, a constant 
reminder of where his bread is buttered. From 1986 to 
1992, recording under the pseudonyms Mayday and 
Rythim is Rythim, May turned out some of the best sin- 
gles that Detroit ever produced— "Nude Photo," "Strings 
of Life," "It Is What It Is"— and then abruptly stopped 
making music in favor of a jet-set DJ lifestyle that led the 
dance-music press to dub him the "techno playboy." 
"Derrick is a serious legend, like Sam Malone," says his 
good friend Craig. "But these days nobody in the black 
community knows who Derrick May is." 

"We may have loft here too soon," admits May, 35, 
assessing the creative jet lag Detroit's scene suffered in 
the early '90s. "We became so attached to Europe that 



we left our boundaries and forgot our homesakes. We 
sold ourselves short— not out, but short" 

WINDSOR, ONTARIO, FIVE MINUTES DUE SOUTH OF 
Detroit— yes, south— may be the only place from which 
Detroit looks like a bustling metropolis. "This is one of the 
best locations to get an overall picture of Detroit," says 
Hawtin, a.k.a. Plastikman, as he sits in the living room of 
his home, a former firehouse nicknamed the Building." 
Since he colaunched the Plus 8 label in 1990, the area's 
premier minimalist has become the most controversial 
character in the evolution of Detroit techno, so much so 
that there are those who feel that Hawtin shouldn't be 
considered part of Detroit techno at all. 

Hawtin earned his devil status by almost singlehand- 
edly bringing white, suburban rave culture to Detroit. For 
nearly six years he's taken advantage of Detroit's surplus 
of vacant warehouse and factory space and thrown what 
are widely acknowledged to be the city's best parties in 
some of its worst neighborhoods. While the originators 
were blitzing Europe, Hawtin stepped into the vacuum 
and reenergized the scene, and in the process reshaped 
its racial makeup. "He created the suburban culture,' 
says DJ/composer Stacey Pullen, who records as Silent 
Phase and Kosmic Messenger. "Kids came out to his 
parties like it was a big playground." 

Hawtin's arrival was accompanied by some strong feel- 
ings of resentment. A member of the black electro outfit 
Drexciya once hissed that Hawtin belonged to the "Cau- 
casian persuasion," and while much of the sniping has 
subsided, Detroit may be the only place where you'll still 
hear rumblings of the sentiment that "white people 
shouldn't play techno." When w/hite artist Brendan M. 
Gillen released his first electro record as Ectomorph, one 
black techno label owner told him that he should "stick to 
what white people do." More recently, the liner notes of 
Moodymann's Silent Introduction album included the 
inscription, TO Aa you wHrrt suburban kjds, sampung black 

MUSIC ALL THE TIME, TRY SOME ROCK'N'ROa FOR A CHANGE, 
YOU'RE MAKING BLACK MUSIC SOUND SILLY, WEAK, AND TIRED. 

While scores of ravers followed Hawtin into the city in a 
reversal of white flight, "Mad" Mike Banks and his Under- 
ground Resistance label tried to steel the course of Detroit 
techno's original black identity. Banks, who blends the out- 
spoken militancy of Chuck D with the D.I.Y. purism of Ian 



MacKaye, is the inspirational force behind Detroit's unique 
strain of black nationalist techno, which ranges from the 
overtly political content of Banks's own group. Under- 
ground Resistance— one single is inscribed, message to 

ALL MURDERERS IN THE DETTKXT POUCE FORCE: "WE'LL SEE YOU 

IN HEur-to the sci-fi scenarios of Drexciya, who propose 
that pregnant African women thrown overtnard during the 
Middle Passage might not have drowned but instead given 
birth to a race of water-breathing Afronauts who will one 
day resurface to deliver Whitey a beatdown. 

Given Detroit's status as a bastion of black conscious- 
ness, it's hard to imagine an unlikelier bunch of heroes 
than Aryan automatons Kraftwerk. By choosing Detroit as 
one of only five cities on their recent U.S. tour, Kraftwerk 
acknowledged the debt they owed the Motor City, and 
vice versa— their concert at the State Theater was practi- 
cally a family reunion, with all the distant cousins present 
In the crowd were Atkins, May, Fowlkes, Gillen, Gerald 
Donald (Drexciya/Dopplereffekt), bass/booty jock DJ 
Godfather, Dan Bell (Cybersonik/DBX), Keith Tucker (Aux 
88/Optic Nerve), and Anthony "Shake" Shakir For Detroit 
techno, it was basically the landing of the Mothership. 

When Kraftwerk finally stepped on stage, they were 
greeted with the enthusiasm of a Nuremberg rally. As Ralf 
Hotter recited, "Uno, dos' from "Numbers"— a Mojo 
staple— the audience thundered back, 'Tres, quatroV as if 
the Teutons were Detroit's own. The lovefest continued 
afterward at an impromptu reception for the group at a 
new techno club called Motor, the first of its kind in Detroit 
in nearly a decade. Hundreds of fans packed a tiny back 
room to press flesh and compare gear, and despite their 
limited conversational abilities, Kraftwerk's Hiitter and 
Florian Schneider mingled with their acolytes until the 
wee hours. As the pair finally began to offer aut Wiederse- 
hens to the faithful. "Shake" Shakir spoke up for all of 
Motown's electronic community. "I'm a musician from 
Detroit," he said, extending his hand to Hijtter. "And I'd 
just like to say thank you for giving me a career." 

"MY CONCEPT OF RUNNING A LABEL IS TO DO IT 
better than anybody else has done K around here," says 
Carl Craig, leaning back on a couch at the downtown 
offices of his record company. Planet E, a binder of 
sales reports on his lap and a Black Power fist Afro pick 
sticking out from the back of his head. The 29-year-old 




honcho behind Detroit's most innovative label, Craig is 
the bridge between the originators and the various 
waves that followed, developing from the "boy genius" 
of techno who made his first recording in 1969 under 
the tutelage of Derrick May into the most consistently 
inventive Detroit artist of the past decade. 

Since launching the company in 1991, Craig has 
expanded the scope of his label to include not only his 
own work (under pseudonyms like Paperclip People 
and Innerzone Orchestra), but also that of less cele- 
brated artists, like the enigmatic Moodymann. He's also 
initiated the practice of compiling CD retrospectives of 
out-of-print material, including Kevin Saunderson's 
essential late-'80s underground singles and Craig's 
own early work as Psyche and BFC. "They do it with 
blues records," points out Craig, "how come we can't 
do it with our music? Whatever we don't sell I'm going to 
donate to libraries around the country and see if we can 
get it in their archives. Why not? You have to know your 
history to pave your future." 

Craig, who's as close as techno comes to having a 
prodigy, first heard Mojo's show while in first grade, and 
as a teenager discovered the scene developing at the 
now-legendary after-hours club The Music Institute, 
where May was house DJ. "It blew my mind," says Craig 
of the short-lived venue. "I found where I wanted to be, 
what I wanted to do, who I wanted to become. It was like 
coming out of the closet." 

But young black audiences today aren't having elec- 
tronic epiphanies like Craig's. "Kids relate to hip-hop 
because it says something to them," says Craig. "It's 
street. Techno goes somewhere else. It relies on your 
intelligence. There are no words, no lyrical content Back 
then, we were like, here it is, it's African rhythms mixed 
with European melodies, let's see what you can do with 
it And they were like, fuck you. So we went to Europe." 

Craig is now taking active steps locally in hopes that 
techno might become the soundtrack to all tomorrow's 
parties. He's finalizing plans to open a club next year 
with May, Saunderson, and fellow DJ Kenny Larkin, as 
well as investing in distributing free techno tapes to kids, 
aiming to get them hooked early on the music's instru- 
mental pleasures. "Nobody knows our music because 
they can't hear it," says Craig. "We need to take the ini- 
tiative and promote ourselves." Craig pauses to look out 



the window at the city below. "This is our hometown," he 
says, "and for us to be alienated like this isn't right" 

IT'S UNBEARABLY HOT INSIDE THE WALTER PALUCH 
Post 12 of the Polish League of American Veterans 
Ladies Auxiliary, but the oppressive temperature doesn't 
faze the 200 or so black men and women who are gath- 
ered here to tabaret," a local tradition of staging parties 
at union halls and fraternal lodges. Tonight's affair is 
organized by employees of Chrysler, the postal service, 
and the Farmer Jack supermarket chain, and on the 
dance floor young couples socialize in their festive fin- 
ery. A DJ goes through the motions on an old-school set 
of Pariiament and Cameo standards, before mellowing 
things out with a slow dance. 

By 2 A.M., the dance floor is empty, the crowd listless. 
Folks are gathering their things and heading for the door 
when the house MC barks, "It's time to get this party 
cranked upl' and DJ Di'jital takes over the decks. Spas- 
tic, high-velocity beats start flying, a whiny voice cries, 
"Bounce that ass, bounce that assl" and the dance floor 
explodes in a frenzy of flailing arms and legs called the 
"jit" "Ladies," the MC shouts, "if you've got a big ol' 
booty, turn it around and back it upV 

This is the world of booty music, the newest "new 
dance sound of Detroit," as well as one of the oldest. 
Alternately called "Detroit bass," "ghetto bass," "techno 
bass," "ghetto tech," or just lumped in with electro (the 
techno/hip-hop/funk fusion from which it's derived), 
booty has been around in one form or another since the 
early '80s. Harder and faster than similariy salty Miami 
bass, it features call-and-response chants and potty- 
mouthed lyrics sung in obnoxious, high-pitched voices, 
like Alvin and the Chipmunks as Long Beach Crips. 
Unlike techno, booty's topical preoccupations are easy 
to divine: In the words of DJ Assault's "Ass N Titties," 
"Ass / Titties / Ass 'n' titties / Ass ass titties titties / Ass 
'n' titties." It's strictly 'Shiup, there it is." 

Despite Detroit techno's international luster, booty owns 
the hearts, minds, and asses of the Motor City. While nei- 
ther techno nor local hip-hop ever really blew up— Detroit 
has produced zero rappers of note— the combination of 
the two has become a formidable hybrid. Booty blasts out 
of car stereos everywhere, and receives the radio airplay 
techno never coukJ achieve. Local sales are txmming, with 



entrepreneurs testing their records at strip clubs to see if 
the tracks have shake appeal. According to Mike Himes, 
owner of RecordTime, the area's biggest dance-music 
store, booty sells "five-to-one over anything else. It's total 
youth, it's what jungle is doing in England. It's easy to mix, 
you can move to it— it's got everything the kids want" Not 
surprisingly, there's considerable disdain from techno's 
elder statesmen. "It's the same old shit, just repackaged," 
sniffs Craig. "The best electro records were made in the 
early '803. Isn't it time to move forward?" 

Ultimately, though, Detroit techno's low U.S. profile has 
much more than tiooty to blame. Atkins and his contempo- 
raries have been stymied by a variety of factors out of their 
control, including radio's conservatism, lack of record 
company support, and the city's isolation from the music 
industry (especially after Motown Records left for Los 
Angeles in 1972). But some culpability can also be laid 
squarely at the feet of the creators themselves: for issuing 
limited-edition, vinyl-only singles under a staggering variety 
of aliases, for insisting on an abstract and often radical 
musical vision, and for not minding the store back home. 

Despite all of the Motor City's marketplace pitfalls, the 
mood is one of optimism here at Atkins's Metroplex shop. 
Though the store may move more Master P tapes than 
Model 500 vinyl, Atkins is finally establishing a home base 
for the movement he helped launch. Even more encour- 
aging, after a 15-year absence from U.S. record stores, 
Atkins may have three albums out this fall: a DJ mix record 
on TVT, a project under the name Infiniti, and Model 500's 
new Mind and Body. His colleagues are almost as busy: 
Saunderson's new E-Dancer album. Heavenly, is as 
funky as ever, while Craig continues derailing the 
trainspotters with his new Innerzone Orchestra album. 
Programmed, an exciting departure into jazz. While 
Detroit's old guard enjoys renewed vitality, dozens of 
younger DJs are vying to join the electronic elite, and the 
local club scene has enjoyed a renaissance with the 
opening of Motor and an inspired new after-hours 
nightspot called Better Days. 

"I've never given up on my home turf," insists Atkins, 
looking out his store window at the passing cars on 7 
Mile Road. "There's a verse in the Bible that says all the 
tools that you need are in your own backyard, that you 
should never have to go to distant lands to reap your 
success. I do believe that" h 
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HE SINGS IN A BilND. 
HE'S GOT Ik VIDEO CilMERil. 

HE IS FRIENDLY IVITH 
ROCK STARS. HE'S FRIENDLIER 
MflTH PORN STARS. 
MEET MATT ZilNE, 
PORN'S 23-yEAR-OLD 
GROUPIE-EXPLOITATION 
AUTEUR. BY G. BEATO 
PHOTOGMPHS By CHRIS PETR»NiS 



In a tiny rehearsal studio in North Hollywood, porn 
director Matt Zane is staging the final scene of his 
latest video. At age 23, the brash, diminutive Zane, 
whose wispy goatee and beatific gaze lend him the 
appearance of a slacker Jesus, is already a seasoned 
pornographer. In the past two years he's completed more 
than 60 videos— including 29-woman orgies, keg party 
bondage exhibitions, interracial sex competitions, one- 
man-nine-women gang-bangs, and pretty much every other 
manner of carnal hydraulics one could possibly imagine. 
Tonight, however, he's staging his own ultimate fantasy. 

On the other side of a closed door, three women in tight 
mini-dresses, buzzed on pot and Asti Spumante, awart their 
cue. Inside the cramped, airless studio, Zane points his 
video camera at a tattooed guy in a black tank top sitting 
behind a drum set. The drummer and three others, mem- 
bers of Zane's band, Society 1, start playing their brand of 
riff-heavy, electronica-infused metal. Zane videotapes them 
for a minute, and then the women knock on the door and 
enter. Feigning surprise at the sudden appearance of these 
high-heeled muses, the band falls into silence. "We're a 
gift from your record company," Kristen. Zane's real-life, 
pom-star girlfriend, says. "You just got signed!" 

After this happy announcement, the women straddle an 
amp that has been turned on its side, and begin to kiss 
and caress one another as Society 1 's grinning, baby- 
faced bassist makes the amp throb with noise. It's the 
quintessential Matt Zane moment: a school's-oul-forever 
daydream, where glistening flesh meets goes-to-11 rock. 

TWO YEARS AGO, WHEN VETERAN PORN PRODUCER 
Chuck Zane found himself in need of a new director, he 
turned to his son Matt, a New Agey aficionado of Carlos 
Castaneda, martial arts, and yoga-derived body cleansing 
practices such as ten-day fasts and snorting salt water. 
"I wasn't very happy," says Matt, who at the time was work- 
ing as a massage therapist, pounding the backs of Beverly 
Hills millionaires. "I kept thinking. 'Is this what you do in 
life?' My dad could see me getting upset. I'd go over to his 



Going down: Matt Zane, who, when not making pom 
tapes with rock stars, wants to be a rock star, perfects 
his stage moves at his Los Angeles home. 
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house, work on his shoulders, hang out, and stuff. And one 
day he just asked me, 'Hey, what do you think about try- 
ing to direct a film?" 

Today the two of them share a crowded office in Zane 
Entertainment's Canoga Park, California, headquarters, a 
small, self-contained pom factory where 800 tape-duplicat- 
ing machines running 24 hours a day produce 35,000 units a 
month. While Matt'a 21 -year-old brother, Mark, has recently 
started directing videos too (the Zanes are the Kennedys of 
pom). Matt handles the overwhelming majority of the three to 
six new titles Zane Entertainment releases each month. 

Zane Entertainment's no-frills, utilitarian workspace 
reflects the sort of videos the company is known for: 
low-budget, wham-bam, wham-bam-some-more videos 
targeted at the hard-core raincoat crowd. Chuck Zane's 




"You ever see fhat Doors 
movie?" asks Zane, not 
waifing for an answer. "I 
reenacted the Doors scene 
in fhe desert, but instead 
off them leaving when they 
really start to trip, they 
start to trip more and then 
they gang-bang girls!" 



The adutt-video actress, the pom director, the other 
adult-video actress, and the chauffeur a not atypical 
night at Zane's. Zane is holding a megaphone, 
which normally is used to give direction to the actors. 



first star director was the notorious Max Hardcore; he set 
the lone for the directors who followed at the company 
with raw, excessive, frequently misogynistic videos that 
were as popular as they were controversial. "When 
I started directing, Zane was like this hard-core anal, dou- 
ble anal, double penetration company," says Matt. And, in 
fact, that's still a fairly apt description. But where Hard- 
core's obsessions ran toward psychopathic amateur 
proctology and borderline felonious oral assault, Matt's 
interests tend toward music and fashion. 

Though Zane was raised in the world of porn (before 
directing, he worked for his father as a tape duplicator, 
spending 10-hour days watching seven monitors play 
seven porn tapes simultaneously), he's played in bands 
since he was 13. When he started making movies, it 
seemed only natural to him to blend pom with rock. "Every- 
body's always trying to keep rock'n'roll and sex separate, 
and it doesn't make any sense to me," he says. "Sex has 
always been a part of rock'n'roll, so why deny it?" 

IN THE '90S, PORN HAS SLEPT AROUND A BIT IT'S BEEN 
the bored traveler's cathode hotelmate, academia's bad- 
boy boyfriend, feminism's increasingly public mistress. But 
it's also become the ever-steady date of a certain seg- 
ment of youth culture: the skaters, surfers, and snow- 
boarders who've fueled the ascent of hundreds of street- 
wear manufacturers and dozens of post-metal bands like 
Korn and Limp Bizkit. Inside the ever-mutating confines 



of this world, porn is everywhere. Pom star Nici Sterftng is 
featured as an advice columnist in the skate zine Strength; 
porn actors show up as guests on Korn's Web site; they 
appear in ads for Fresh Jive's streetwear; skateboard man- 
ufacturer Birdhouse is even coming out with a limited- 
edition line of Vivid Girl pom-star skateboards. 

Matt Zane is only one of a new generation of pomog- 
raphers catering to this legion of hard-core thrill-seekers. 
Cross-dressing porn star and director Johnny Toxic pro- 
vides an overiay of poetry readings and punk rock to his 
videos of horny clowns and Gothic graveyard lesbians. 
Director Robby D.'s porn videos include scenes of him 
and friends surfing to a soundtrack of local Long Beach 
thrash bands. Rob Black, Matt Zane's cousin, mixes the 
surrealism of David Lynch with the overblown violence of 
Quentin Tarantino, all on an Ed Wood budget (women 
use large fish as sex toys, men ejaculate onto platters of 
cheese'n'crackers, people smash bottles over each 
other's heads). While pom stalwart Ron Jeremy continues 
to appear in these films with astounding regularity, this is 
definitely not your father's hard-core video. 

"A lot of people in their 20s want to watch porn, but they 
think that what's out there is really boring or cheesy. So I'm 
changing everything to try and make a new form of porn 
for them," says Zane. "I make the dance shows, I make the 
rock tapes, man! I make the tapes about the bands, I make 
the action sequences, mani I give you the electronic 
music, I give you the good shit, you know? I am for the 
youth, man! By the youth, for the youth!" 

-MZTV," ZANE SAYS. RIDING HIS SKATEBOARD THROUGH 
the pom-lined aisles of the Zane Entertainment warehouse, 
then stopping to grab a tape wrfiose box cover features pic- 
tures from a poolside, MTV Grind-Uke set. "First ever 
dance porno in history! No one's ever done that before, but 
I did." Rolling a IrttJe further down the aisle, he pulls another 
tape from the shelf. "This one won an award for the music. 
I've got techno music in all my movies." He rolls onward, 
another five feet. "You ever seen that Doors movie?" he 
asks, not waiting for an answer as he pulls another tape 
from the shelf. "I reenacted the Doors scene in the desert, 
but instead of them leaving when they really start to trip, 
they start to trip more and then they gang-bang girls!" 

Zane has a knack for making such dubious ideas 
sound at least momentarily compelling. When he really 
gets going, even the middle-age Hispanic women boxing 
up product in the corner of the warehouse pause for a 
moment to watch him. "House of Flesh 11]' he exclaims, 
grabbing yet another tape from the shelf. "Biggest porno 
in history! I invited a thousand people, we had piercing 
booths, live music, bondage exhibitions, a DJ, and a live 
orgy. I was the first pom director to get clothing sponsors 
for videos— and for this one I even got piercing sponsors!" 

Zane reaches the end of the aisle and selects a final 
tape. "Backstage Sluts. We interview bands, we ask them 
about all the sexual shit that happens when they're on the 
road. We get them to tell us their stories, and then we act 
out those stories with porn performers." While the drama- 
tizations are in fact only loosely based on anything the 
musicians actually say, the interviews attain a level of 
candor not seen on MTV. Lemmy from Motdrhead 
describes an energetic bout with Wendy O. Williams ("A 
terrifying woman; I was no match for her"). Violent J from 
the Insane Clown Posse, a porn star perched attentively 
on his lap, brags about the size of his clownhood ("It's 
b-i-i-i-g!"). The infamous, now-deceased El Duce drunk- 
enly declares his taste in the opposite sex ("I like nasty 
women. I like... homeless women"). 

"The one I'm doing right now. Backstage Sluts II' says 
Zane, poised upon his skateboard, voice rising with antic- 
ipation, "is going to be even better!" 
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A FEW YEARS AGO, JEF HICKEY, A LONGTIME ROADIE 

and occasional freelance contributor to publications like 
Hustler Erotic Video Guide, decided he wanted a job at a 
new rock'n'roll porn magazine called New Rave. "I was 
touring with Type O Negative at the time," Hickey says. 
"And I sent New Rave a letter saying I wanted to work for 
them. Then I sent them a piece of my hotel room every 
day of the tour, for 60 days— so that when I got to L.A., I'd 
have a place to stay. I sent them a part of the sink, I sent 
them a doorknob, I sent them a curtain. And that's what 
got me the job." 

Eventually, Hickey landed at Zane Entertainment, where 
he's become one of Zane's most valuable assets. "After 
touring with so many different rock bands for the past 14 
years, I know everybody," he says. "And when they find out 
what I'm doing, they're all into it." 

Zane calls his Backstage Sluts videos "cockumen- 
taries." In essence, it's an extension of a porn genre 
known as "gonzo," which is a lot like The Real World with 
on-screen blowjobs. But while the gonzo approach turns 
the various factors that tend to sabotage narrative-oriented 
porn (bad lighting, shaky camera work, less-than-classically 
trained actors) into assets that actually make the finished 
product seem more "authentic," watching porn performers 
improvise during nonsexual scenes is usually about as 
compelling as watching your aunt's home movies. Back- 
stage Sluts— Uke the wildly popular, private-turned-public 
exploits of Tommy Lee, Vince Neil, and Bret Michaels— 
effectively solves this problem by introducing the celebrity 
luster of rock stars. 

For Zane, finding willing interview subjects hasn't been 
difficult. While Backstage Sluts I was fleshed out with 
interviews with members from a somewhat random mix of 
not-quite-ready-for-MTV acts such as Tha Alkaholiks, Bru- 
tal Truth, and Sick of It All, the credit list for the recently 
released Backstage Sluts II reads like the lineup from a 
would-be Loilapalooza. Sugar Ray's Mark McGrath, Limp 
Bizkit's Fred Durst and Wes Borland, Clint from Seven- 
dust, and members of a half-dozen other bands all happily 
discuss their backstage exploits. Snot lead singer Lynn 
Strait goes a giant step further, engaging in a threesome 
with his girlfriend and a porn star named Tangerine. The 
inspiration for all this, say Zane and Hickey comes from 
life on the road. "Every crew has their resident pervert," 
says Hickey, who filled that role with Type O Negative, 
Danzig, and a host of other bands. "And everyone's got 
camcorders, and they document everything." 

In other words, when Zane and Hickey show up back- 
stage with video cameras and porn stars, it's often just an 
extension of what's already going on in the unabashedly 
male-dominated metal and hardcore rap scenes. And per- 
haps because they're just a couple of guys, rather than 
some big official-looking TV crew, they end up getting 
the sort of candid footage managers and publicists often 
later regret. In Backstage Sluts I. for example, as Zane 
uses the Insane Clown Posse's tour bus to stage a hard- 
core sex scene that starts with roadies throwing lunch 
meat at a naked porn star. Violent J and Shaggy 2 Dope 
are so taken with the spectacle of the bologna-covered 



woman that they jump into the scene and toss off a few 

slices themselves. 

Zane rationalizes such boorish behavior with the stan- 
dard keepin'-it-real disclaimer. "Any real groupie who 
watches Backstage Sluts would say, 'Wow, those road- 
ies are really being nice to those girls," says Zane. Of 
course, even if true, that doesn't change the fact that, like 
Marilyn Manson's autobiography or Led Zeppelin's Ham- 
mer of the Gods, Backstage Sluts rather blatantly sug- 
gests that the role of women in rock should be limited to 
convenient backstage sex toys. Or that Backstage Sluts I 
features only one woman who wasn't a porn star. Back- 
stage Sluts II is slightly more equitable on that count. It 
features interviews with Tairrie B. from Tura Satana (who 
declines to talk about her sex life) and Ruyter Suys and 
Corey Parks from Nashville Pussy. Parks, a six-foot-plus 
fire-breathing bassist, trumps Durst, McGrath, and all the 
other big-swinging dicks in Backstage Sluts II with her 
tale of a psychotic French-Canadian groupie and the 
post-concert fisting she administered to her. 

"If there're women who want to be on tape and tell their 
stories, more power to them," says Zane. "I don't want to 
just exploit women, I want to exploit men, too. You gotta 
understand, a backstage slut's a backstage slut. I'd love 
it if Courtney Love called me up and said, 'Hey man, I've 
got a great story for you. I'd actually like to be in the movie 
and make guys lick my feet while i spank them with a flog- 
ger' I'd go, 'Courtney, let's do itl" 

TONIGHT ONSTAGE AT A WEST HOaYWOOD NIGHT- 

club called the Coconut Teaszer, Zane and his band are 
performing. Between songs, his girlfriend Kristen and two 
other women move to the front of the stage and toss dozens 
of porn videos, T-shirts, and copies of the band's demo tape 
to the crowd of leather-clad metal dudes and friends-of-the- 
band pom stars. After the show, as his bandmates pack up 
their gear, Zane steps to the edge of the stage and places 
his hand on Kristen's shoulder. "This is my girlfriend," he 
announces, his voice filled with self-promotional bluster. 
"But even though she's my girlfriend, that doesn't mean we 
don't fuck other girls. So if you want us to fuck you, meet 
us back at the bathroom." 

After this improbable invitation to a roomful of strangers, 
he issues an even more improbable one: "We're having a 
parly at my house after the show. There's gonna be porn 
stars, all the booze you can drink, and it's gonna go on all 
night!" An hour later, 50 or 60 clubgoers have taken Zane 
up on his invitation. In the living room of his three-bedroom 
ranch house, Orgy's bass player is talking about his band's 
upcoming album and tour. In the kitchen, two porn stars 
who haven't seen each other in a while engage in a friendly, 
good-to-see-you-again dry hump. A stocky gangsta in a 
Kangol hat dotes out hits of Ecstasy to anyone who wants 
one; spandex-clad club kids mix with metal dudes and 
Goths and hopeful porn-starfuckers. 

"I take people from A to Z, to show them all aspects of 
everything I do," says Zane, explaining the rationale 
behind gatherings like this one. "In all honesty, I truly 
believe I live like 95 percent of the male society wants to 



live." This, he believes, is his most valuable asset. In the 
same way that Hugh Hefner sold a phantom vision of 
urbane '50s-era bachelorhood to middle-class suburban 
husbands, Zane's selling a similarly idealized vision of 
late-'QOs sex-drugs-and-rock'n'roll to middle-class, sub- 
urban 20-year-olds. 

And like Hef, Zane is always coming up with brand 
extensions. He recently unveiled a record label, Inzane 
Records. Inzane has signed two bands. Empty Grave 
("Nine Inch Nails meets U2 meets Marilyn Manson") and 
December ("a total balls-out, rip-your-head-off band, the 
angriest band in the world"), and plans to release six to 
12 albums in 1999. Likewise, he just finished filming Sex- 
ual Society, a "home movie" video about his own band's 
backstage conducts that Zane hopes will become the 
industry standard for groupie exploitation. "We've got a 
scene in our movie where a girl comes to our hotel room 
and wants our autographs, and we tell her that she has to 
disrobe," Zane says. 'And then we open up her ass and 
we try to play quarters in her assi It's crazyl Other bands 
are gonna have to rent our tapes to figure out how they 
should live on the road. It's gonna be a fucking blueprint, 
man, a guide!" 

ONE DAY IN JULY, TWO THINGS HAPPENED TO MATT 

Zane. Tabitha Soren interviewed him for a special on pornog- 
raphy, and his girlfriend Kristen tested positive for HIV. 

It was supposed to be a big, exciting day. MTV was 
coming to interview Zane— Tabitha Soren, in the flesh!— 
and he was expecting a casual conversation, a chance to 
talk about his videos, his band, his record label, and his 
plan to merge the worlds of rock and porn even further. 
But Soren had a different sort of interview in mind. She 
started right in with the hardball questions. Did Zane feel 
responsible for Brooke Ashley, a young pom actress who 
had recently tested positive for AIDS? Did he feel he 
exploited women? Had he ever forced a girl into a sexual 
act? "They're asking me questions at the same time I think 
my girlfriend might have HIV." Zane says. "And she's sit- 
ting over there in the corner crying her eyes out." 

Over the next two weeks, Kristen took seven additional 
tests, all of which turned out negative. Zane also tested 
negative. It appears that Kristen's first test was a false pos- 
itive, that she doesn't have HIV. But the experience has left 
Zane wary. "I'm getting bigger and better in the porn busi- 
ness, and there's more people around me who are smiling 
and saying they like me," he says. "But when something 
like this happens, people perceive it like you got one of 
your legs broken. All the fucking hyenas start to come 
out. They all want to eat you and devour you alive. 
Because, originally, Kristen came back positive and 
I came back negative, and people were saying, 'Matt Zane 
gave it to her.' When something like this happens, you 
realize how much you're loved or how much you're hated. 

"But at least I finally made it on MTV," the aspiring rock 
star says almost plaintively, apparently undaunted by his 
brush with mortality. "I just wish it was under better cir- 
cumstances. Tabitha Soren sure was a fox. though. I really 
don't think she was wearing any panties." 



Selected moments from the Backstage Sluts series, from left: Tura Satana's Taime B.; Snot's Lynn Strait w/ith porn 

Star Tangerine In Zane's bedroom; an enthused crowd at an Uk. Snot show; Limp Bizkit's Incosnlto Fred Durst with rock-star 

amiga Tangerine; a dramatization o( roadies throwing lunch meat at a groupie; Nashville Pussy's bassist Corey Parks. 



SPIN 113 




MAY.^ 'EM SAY HA 



If you need to haul your crew around New Orleans, better get yourself something 
big. Like, say, the hydraulic-spiced Range Rover driven by Cash Money Records 
label head Brian Williams, or the massive black Delta Force-looking tank 
commandeered by his brother and label copresident Ron, For flossing— or 
"stun'n"* in local slang— there's your basic Bentley or Benz. But for those impromptu 
romantic interludes, nothing beats a ragtop with reclining seats. 

"This ain't for hauling no niggas around," says Cash Money up-and-comer Juve- 
nile, easing his two-week-old sky blue Trans Am into 'Park' outside the "ghetto 
supermarket"— N.O.'s corner general Key Food— just outside his Magnolia pro- 
jects stomping ground. "This is a bitchmobile. Get the seat all the way back, let her 
put her legs over the back of them...." He flashes a dirty-dog smirk. "Lordl" 

Call him an educated consumer. With a career that's already seen its share of 
ups and downs, the 24-year-old Juvenile knows a good deal when he sees it That's 



how he wound up on fast-rising Crescent City indie Cash Money, which recently 
signed a $30 million distribution deal with corporate superpower Universal Records. 
And that's why he is sympathetic to the average rap fan, who may be less interested 
in llluminati mumbo jumbo than in good old-fashion beats. 

"Nowadays when somebody goes out to buy a tape, they ain't buying it for the 
name," he says, contemplating his upcoming album, 400 Degreez. "They wanna 
know how a ma'fucka sounds. The way he say his shit. A lot of rappers be saying 
some helluva shit, but it takes a lot of understanding to get what they are saying. 
I rap for the average ma'fucka." 

On his stunningly weird debut single, "Ha," Juvenile (n6 Terius Gray) talks directly 
to— and about— your average ma'fucka. Welterweight slim in a lime green and red 
FUBU jersey, he moves through his native turf with a natural ease. Rapping since his 
early teens, Juvenile released a solo album on Warlock Records before jumping to 
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NEW ORLEilNS MTUNDERKIND JUUENILE IS HIP-HOP'S UlTEST MOUTH OF THE SOUTH 

By TONY GREEN photogr/iphs by j/i/viil gs 



Cash Money in 1996. LP No. 2, Sol/a Rag, sold more than 200,000 copies; his spin- 
off group, the Hot Boys, moved twice that on their Ge( It How You Live. 

"People keep telling me how I need to get away from the projects," he says, chill- 
ing in the Toledano Court apartment of his friend/barber Rusty. "But I feel protected 
here, like people got my back. I go somewhere else, I get paranoid— niggas out there 
be hating you for no reason." 

With its catchy, "bounce'-influenced beats and Sling Blade-Wke vocal tic, "Ha" 
could easily thrust Juvenile out of the projects and into the limelight. Spitting out odd- 
metered verbal clusters like a Holiness preacher in hyperdrive. Juvenile details the life 
and times of a garden-variety hustler: 'That's you with that bad-ass Benz, ha / That's 
you that can't keep an old lady 'cause you keep fuckin' her friends, ha / You gotta 
go to court, ha / You got served a subpoena for child support, ha." 

"That's just the way we talk around here," he says, breaking down the song's insin- 



uating hook-closer to "huh?" than "ha," actually. "Say you got into a fight, and some- 
body sees you the next day. It's like. 'My boy whipped your ass, ha?' Everybody 
talks like that. I just put my own Southern flavor on it." 

"Ha" is so Southern it sounds virtually foreign, virtiich these days is cash money in the 
bank: Not since the days of Memphis's world-historic StaxWolt label have record buy- 
ers so frequently whistled Dixie. Like Baton Rouge's No Limit Records and Houston's 
Suave House. Cash Money is wisely emphasizing its regionalism rather than burying 
it, and after years of selling hundreds of thousands of records with minimal radio airplay 
or media interest (sound familiar?). Cash Money is ready for big national love. 

"This company is hungry," says Juvenile. "Shit, all niggas in New Orleans are hungry. 
We hear all these songs coming out from people from other parts of the country trying to 
do our slang, taking our music. They think we ain't paying attention, but we're paying 
attention. We just ain't let our position be known...yeL" 
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FIVE YEARS AGO, THREE TEEN^IGERS 

PilRTICIRATED IN THE 
UNPLilNNED ROBBERY AND KILLIN 
OF A 93-yEilR-OLD MAH. TODiiy/- 
ONE OF THEM SITS 
ON DEilTH ROW. AS STATES 
INCREitSINGLY PUSH 
TO EXECUTE JUVENILES, 
MARK SCHONE ASKS, DOES JERRY 
MOONEY DESERVE TO DIE? 
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n McAlester, Oklahoma, they bury you before they kill you. The prisoners of 
H-Unit the death-row annex of Oklahoma State Penitentiary, already live under- 
ground. Officials were so high on their $12 million, state-of-the-art facility when 
it debuted seven years ago that they held an open house. Before the first con- 
victs arrived, visitors paid $25 to spend a night in one of H-Unit's windowless cells, 
and learn how secure, how free of all event, life in this concrete bunker would be. 
Locked down for 23 hours a day, the 147 inmates now stored in the Unit don't cause 
much trouble. For an hour each day they can pace the 23-by-22-foot confines of the 
concrete-walled, mesh-roofed exercise yard. Three times a week, they can take 
a shower in the shower room. Their meals come through a cell-door slot called 
the "beanhole." 

The female guard who lets me into this sunken fortress seems understandably 
bored by the quiet. She skims a file for the prisoner I'm here to see, then makes a 
curt phone call. In a minute I'm through the iron bars behind her desk and into a long 
corridor. The walls are polished concrete slabs, bare of paint or ornament except for 
an antique vending machine. Fluorescent bulbs and a thick yellow air duct run the 
length of the concrete ceiling. 

A stroll down the gray hallway leads to a corner slab that says SW in big purple 
letters. Four stools, bolted to the floor, face four soundproof windows in the visiting 
area of the southwest quadrant Behind each pane is a narrow stall, and on the other 
side of the Plexiglas I see straight through the stall into the quad's control room, 
stuffed with electronic gadgets. I rest my elbow on the window ledge, and notice a line 
of red dots bobbing past. Ants. 

Jerry Mooney appears in the second stall, carrying a white coffee mug. Prison pale 
and a few inches short of six feet, he has the broad chin and blond good looks of a 
German-Irish mutt, accented by sleepy blue eyes, a shy, crooked smile, and a scar on 
his left eyebrow. Once thin, he's adding pounds as he rounds 21, filling out his pow- 
der blue prison-issue shirt. A gold cross hangs around his neck. He's happy to have 
a visitor, since no one else comes to McAlester but his lawyers. "Are you hot out there?" 
Mooney asks, in a low, nasal voice. "It's really hot in here." He starts to sweat 

Mooney wants to talk about the news. This morning a high-schooler in Texas knifed 
his teacher, and the day before, in Jonesboro, Arkansas, two boys, 1 1 and 13 years 
old, had killed four schoolmates with a rifle. On the drive up from Dallas, I'd heard a coun- 
try DJ announce the school stabbing, and say, "This isn't talk radio, but .something's 
wrong. What's going on with our children?" 

Mooney cringes as I relate how Jonesboro's prosecutor regrets he can't try the pair 
as adults. "Instead of trying to punish them like adults," he responds, "they should 
be finding out what's wrong, why they did this. The first thing they should ask is, 
'How do we fix this kid?'" 

Not many people bother with that question these days. The preferred one is, "How 
do we punish this kid?" and with the clamor for children to be punished like adults, the 
answer is sometimes death. Seventy-five of America's death-row inmates are like 
Jerry Mooney, condemned to die for acts 
committed while they were under 18. 
Twenty-four states now permit 17-year-olds 
to pay the ultimate adult penalty; 20 of those 
apply it to 16-year-olds, including Okla- 
homa. One of Mooney's two H-Unit peers, 
Sean Richard Sellers, may be the next of 
America's ex-teen killers to go. 

Since the death penalty returned in 1976, 
only 1 1 juveniles have been executed, but 
the pace has started to quicken. Two Texas 
youths were lethally injected in one month 
this spring. New laws have cleared road- 
blocks, and the average nine-year wait 
between trial and execution will shorten. 
The first 1 1 ex-juveniles were all 24 or older 
when they finally died, calloused by years in 
prison, too wizened and adult to inspire 
sympathy. Before long, though, the faces 
will get smoother, the beards wispier, and 
the loudest voices want to drop the bar yet 
lower Much of the public still doesn't know 
there's a death penalty for killers under 18, 
or how it's invoked— how someone like 
Jerry Mooney winds up on death row— but 
soon it may be applied to killers as young as 
those in Arkansas. 
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H-Unit Oklahoma's underground annex for Death Row inmates, is the only U.S. 
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Mooney also senses a shift in attitude. "I feel like there's a change on the way," 
he says, "that people have started to realize it's wrong to do this to juveniles." But 
cut off from the world in H-Unit he's got it all wrong. 

UFE HUGS THE HIGHWAY IN ELK CITY. OKLAHOMA. LOVE S TRUCK STOP, THE DAYS 
Inn, and an all-night diner called the Kettle cluster around Exit 41 on the eastem edge of 
town, catching the traffic on 1-40 t>etween Oklahoma City and Amarillo. Old Route 66, 
America's Mother Road, parallels the interstate in fits and starts, as do access roads on 
the north and south. Beyond them lie barbed wire, red dirt, and oil wells. 

Jerry, a West Coast kid, found himself at age 14 in Western Oklahoma, land of end- 
less vistas, cattle, and the world's highest per capita consumption of Dr Pepper. He 
showed up at Elk City High in 1991 wearing a black leather jacket and black finger- 
nail polish. That didn't cut it with the preps or the cowboys or even the "thugs," the 
local version of what he'd been back in Oregon, a stoner. But he soon found friends 
and took to protecting a skinny, legally blind girl named Nikki, whom the other kids tor- 
mented. Jerry and Nikki, both truck drivers' kids and West Coast exiles, t>onded over 
their love for hair-spray bands like Poison. Jerry dated Nikki's best friend, Deana, 
and hung out at the skating rink. 

With time Jerry adjusted, trading his 501s for Wranglers, adding some country 
music to his White Lion. But early in 1992, he struck up a phone relationship with 
his long-absent father, Mouse, an L.A. biker and ex-felon. Mouse had moved to 
Florida, and he invited Jerry down for spring break. Jerry drove to Tampa, and when 
break was over he stayed. Jerry spent eight months with Mouse, fishing, skydiving, 
and partying. During the school year, the 15-year-old sophomore attended classes 
all day, then came home and smoked pot with Dad and Dad's girlfriend. During the 
summer he substituted work for school, but kept partying with Dad and Rose. 

In the fall, Jerry moved back to Oklahoma. He never returned to Elk City High and 
started running with an older, faster crowd. Nikki and his former girlfriend Deana lost 
touch with him. Soon he was living with a 21 -year-old woman named Christa. She 
worked nights at the Kettle. He'd drink coffee there, waiting for her shift to end. When 
it was slow, he and Christa might dance to the jukebox. They were going to get 
married and move to Florida. 

By this time he was slamming eightballs, awake for days at a time. Now 16, he 
weighed 102 pounds, bleeding stomach ulcer and all. In March 1993, he met yet 
another refugee from the West Coast, Ricky Don Fletcher. Eighteen -year-old Ricky 
had been in trouble with the law in California for meth and carrying a loaded weapon. 
His folks had moved him to Oklahoma to keep him out of trouble. 

One rainy night in May, Ricky, Jerry, and Jerry's 14-year-old sister, Aimee, went 
driving in Ricky's big blue 1 988 Buick. Jerry had been on a four-day crank run by then. 
He always drank beer to take the edge off crank, so the trio bought some cases. 
They smoked red-haired marijuana. Jerry shot some speed. For hours they made 
numb circuits on the flat, straight roads of Beckham County, stopping at friends' 

houses for more drugs and booze. 

By 4 A.M. on May 1 1, the three were out of 
gas, beer, and money. They pulled into 
Love's, the truck stop across from the Ket- 
tle at Exit 41, right on the Washita County 
line. Ricky filled the car with gas. Jerry went 
inside and grabbed some Butterfingers and 
a 12-pack. He dropped his haul on the 
counter, spinning a stoned rap about driving 
to California. 

While the clerk was switching off the 
pumps, Ricky backed the Buick up to the 
store's glass door, and Jerry jumped in with- 
out paying for the fuel or Bud. Ricky stomped 
on the gas and sped down the access road 
that skirts the northern edge of 1-40. Two 
miles east of Love's in Washita County, 
Ricky missed a turn and the car flew into the 
mud. They were stuck. Tweaked, drunk, con- 
vinced the cops were near, the teens tossed 
the beer and candy and hid in an alfalfa field. 

A half-hour later, when they felt the 
coast was clear, they crossed 1-40 and 
began walking back west along the south- 
ern access road toward Beckham County 
and Elk City. About a mile from the Beck- 
ham line, they spied a white two-story 
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Al THE FIRST BLOW TURLEY SA\D, "OUCH," 
Al THE SECOND HE SAGGED. AND 
Wm THE THIRD HE FELL. 
>1FTER THE OLD MAN HIT THE FLOOR, HE 
WAS KICKED REPE>lTEDLy. 




Evidence suggests Mooney's sjster AJmee, above, could have inflicted the fatal tilows to 93-year-cld Richard Turley She was never tried for her part tn the crime. 



farmhouse, framed by an isolated clump of trees. "We can call for a ride from 
there," Ricky proposed. 

They banged on the front door of the darkened house, but got no ansv^er. Since no 
one seemed to be home, they circled around the garage to the back and kicked their 
vxay through a door into a breezeway. From this little hallway, they broke open another 
door, finding themselves in a kitchen. Thai's when they learned they weren't alone. 

Ninety-three-year-old Richard Turley finally awoke at the sound of breaking wood. 
"We just wanted to use your phone to call a tow truck,' said Ricky. "Okay," said Turley, 
and instead of acting scared or angry he handed Jerry a yellow flashlight to hold 
while Ricky dialed. Aimee stood in the kitchen with the ancient farmer while Ricky 
started to call his mother. 

Then, for no reason he can now explain, Jerry lifted the rubber flashlight like a club 
and brought it down on the back of Turley's head. At the first blow Turley said, "Ouch," 
at the second he sagged, and with the third he fell. After the old man hit the floor by the 
kitchen cabinet, Jerry and the others kicked him repeatedly, all 5'4' of him. 

With Turley no longer moving, Jerry and Ricky searched the house, pulling out 
drawers. They found 70 cents, a Timex, and some car keys. Jerry plowed Turley's mint 
1981 Olds straight through the garage door and roared off toward Elk City. At County 
Line Road, the drunk drivers missed their second turn of the night. This time they hit 
a telephone pole. They left their second sedan buried in mud, and as the sky light- 
ened, they trudged the last three miles along 1-40 into town. At 6 a.m., when they 
reached Exit 38, right next to Ricky's brother's apartment, they capped the evening 
by breaking a window at Brodersen's Phillips 66 so they could steal bubble gum 
and cigarettes. They ran from the gas station to Ricky's brother's place and put their 
wet shoes by the door. Aimee took a shower and washed her clothes. Around noon 
she and Jerry went home. 

At 9 A.M., Richard Turley's son found him with his feet by the kitchen door, laying on 
his left side and moaning. Blood had crusted his right eye shut, and he waved his right 
hand above a swollen purple face. There was a flashlight in the weeds outside and an 
iron pot on the kitchen floor. Flesh and hair were stuck to the pot 

The cops put it together quickly, what with the two boys seen running from Broder- 
sen's and the two abandoned cars. By dinnertime Jerry and Aimee had turned them- 
selves in. Ricky surrendered three days later. Richard Turley lingered for six months 
before dying, without regaining consciousness for more than minutes at a time. 

IN 1958, CHARLIE STARKWEATHER WAS AN 19-YEAR-OLD LOSER IN LINCOLN, 
Nebraska. He worked on a trash truck, wore leather jackets, and listened to Elvis. 
He combed his hair to look like James Dean, obsessively. His only friends were fellow 
misfit hot-rodders and 14-year-old Caril Ann Fugate. Fugate's parents didn't like 
Starkweather and suspected he'd gotten their daughter pregnant 

One day Starkweather got into a fight with Fugate's stepfather at the Fugate home 
outside of Lincoln. Starkweather killed him, then Fugate's mom, and then the girl's 
two-year-old stepsister. Starkweather threw the bodies in the outhouse and the 
chicken coop, and for the next week he and Fugate watched TV and had sex. She kept 
cops away by mumbling through the screen door about a flu quarantine. 

Once that ploy had run its course, the two tried to rip off a gas station, then sped 
to the isolated farmhouse of elderly August Meyer. There, Starkweather got his Ford 



stuck in the mud. Frustrated, he shot the old man in the head. When he got his car 
mired again while leaving, he flagged down hwo clean-cut high-schoolers and shot 
them also. After killing three more people in Lincoln, Starkweather headed for 
Wyoming, where he murdered another man before he and Fugate were captured. 
Starkweather went to the chair, and Fugate went to prison. Elvis went into the Army. 

The Starkweather spree capped an era of hysteria about wayward teens. Stark- 
weather became an emblem of that era, an icon of rebel youth. One op-ed page 
called him "the little monster with the street-corner haircut and the bedroom-eyes- 
cum-droopy-cigarette." Two decades later, Terrence Malick noticed this high plains 
drifter and made the classic movie Badlands. Starkweather was the muse for Spring- 
steen's album Nebraska. 

Since the early 1900s, American society has fretted about a rising generation of 
violent, disobedient kids. Circa Starkweather, especially, Americans wondered v^hat 
was happening to their kids, as the '50s saw the birth of the distinct youth culture we 
take for granted today. Greasy rockers terrified the grown-ups, wrtiose fear was further 
stoked by movies— Teenage Crime Wave, Riot in Juvenile Prison— and a whole new 
genre of paperback, the juvenile-deliquent novel. 

But the first instinct of these worried adults was concern, not censure. The famous 
Senate commission of the '50s chaired by Estes Kefauver proposed better schools 
as an answer. The presidential commission launched by Kennedy in 1961 earmarked 
funds for community programs. Rehabilitation, treatment, and prevention took prece- 
dence over punishment Authorities got so queasy about executing juveniles that 
they stopped for several decades. 

After youth crime began to climb in the early '60s, the public's openness to 
"treating" young offenders waned. By the '80s, presidential and senatorial reports 
about teen crime opened with vows of punishment, leaving the lip service about 
rehabilitation to the end. Still, youth crime soared. The pendulum swung back fur- 
ther. Texas ended a 21 -year moratorium on juvenile executions by injecting Charies 
Rumbaugh with poison in 1985. Three years later, the Supreme Court affirmed the 
right of states to kill juveniles, and set a minimum age of 16 where none was spec- 
ified by the state. The landmark decision was Thompson v. Oklahoma. Thompson 
was 15 years old. 

In the '90s, youth crime started to drop, and statistical analysis made it clear the 
spike from '83 to '92 had been due to crack and guns, and almost entirely confined 
to urban minorities. This had made it easy for white voters to underwrite harsh penal- 
ties for kids, and fixed in their minds the image of the dark-skinned superpredator. 

But even though the numbers had reversed course, the rhetoric kept charging 
forward. In 1996, Senator Fred Thompson of Tennessee opened hearings with an 
inaccurate reference to "skyrocketing" youth crime. By then numbers had fallen for 
several years in a row; they had actually never risen much in the rural kind of places 
inhabited by Starkweather and Jerry. Last year, 84 percent of U.S. counties experi- 
enced zero murders by juveniles. Horror at schoolyard killings in Jonesboro, Spring- 
field, etc., masks a drop in their actual number-50 from '92 to '93, fewer than 30 
this past school year. 

But every school shooting gets people debating the age at which kids can t>e pros- 
ecuted as adults. Under Thompson, individual states may drop the death penalty bar 
below 16, and recently many legislators have talked about doing just that Florida, 
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especially, sees chronic outbreaks of soapboxing politicians who want to execute 
14-year-olds. Law professor Victor Streib, an expert on the juvenile death penalty 
and the lawyer for Wayne Thompson in the precedent-setting case, thinks Florida is 
a bad place to be a bad kid. "Florida has so many retired citizens. They don't tend to 
like teenagers, and they're very tough on the juvenile death penalty because they're 
very tough on juveniles.... Teenagers are those people who menace them on skate- 
boards at the mall." 

Today, and not just in Florida, the population is grayer than it was in Kefauver's 
day. Many Americans don't know any children, or, increasingly, never had any. Fifty 
percent of all U.S. families are now kid-free. Forty years ago, reformers blamed 
external forces like bad schools for teen crime, but a growing estrangement from 
youth may explain why the public has lost patience with such explanations. A mem- 
ber of the jury that sentenced an Arkansas teen to death said he might've consid- 
ered age a mitigating factor "if [the offender] were eight or nine, maybe." 

Bill Bowers of Northeastern University has researched capital juries for seven 
years, interviewing 1,000 jurors from almost 300 cases. Because he has too few juve- 
nile cases in his sample. Bowers can't make statistical generalizations about defen- 
dants under 18, but he can assert that youth usually hurts more than it helps. Juries 
think youth equals danger— the offender needs a harsher sentence because he 
might still be young when he gets out. "They consistently underestimate the amount of 
time someone will serve.... So they vote for death to incapacitate the youthful 
offender— with a lesser sentence they do some math and think, 'Well, he'll only be 
30 when he gets out." 

Youth now appears to have become one more aggravating factor in capital cases, 
despite the fact that under the law, it's supposed to be mitigating. The collision between 
a frightened public, zealous prosecutors, and errant teens has rendered such consid- 
erations as the circumstances of the crime and the background of the criminal less and 
less relevant. "If you gave me ten different cases and said, 'Which one will get the death 
penalty?' I couldn't tell you," says Streib, who catalogs juvenile death cases. "It's not 
the person who kills five people or the person who tortures victims.... There's no pre- 
dictability to it." What can be predicted is that, statistically, the majority of kids sent to 
Death Row won't be Starkweathers or school-yard shooters but kids like Jerry, dam- 
aged goods from shattered homes v^ose first bad mistake wrill prove a lethal one. 

JERRY DUWANE MOONEY WAS BORN OCTOBER 3, 1976, WITH THE BIRTH CORD 
cinched around his neck and his face bright blue. During the next decade and a half, 
things never got much better, according to state records and interviews with a case 
worker, attorneys, relatives, and friends. 

His father. Mouse, was unemployed. His mother was 16-year-old Ida Griffin, who 
already had a 14-month-old son, Jason, by another man. Ida couldn't cope with her 
underweight, colicky newborn, and she wouldn't fix the gas leak in her shack that 
made the baby sick. Ida took off, leaving Jerry in her stepmom's hands. 

She came back, but it soon became clear she couldn't cope in general. The babies 
ran amok in a maze of dog feces, dirty diapers, maggots, and moldy dishes. Ida estab- 
lished a pattern of disappearing for months, shooting drugs, and beating the kids. 
Mouse went on his own sabbaticals, and before he disappeared for good, he 
punched the boys in the stomach to toughen them up. 

When Jerry was almost two, the family moved from L.A. to Redmond, Oregon. In 
November 1978, eight months pregnant with Aimee, Ida asked Oregon's Children's 
Services Division for assistance. She knew she couldn't handle her growing brood. 
The state agency, reeling from cutbacks, knew it had little to offer. Nine times in the 
next four years, the agency shuffled the kids through foster homes. 

In 1979, Ida committed herself to a mental hospital, the first of several stays. Doc- 
tors never agreed on a diagnosis— schizophrenic? manic depressive?— but pre- 
scribed Haldol. When she was free, she bounced between L.A., Redmond, and 
Vegas, with or without the kids, and with or without a string of boyfriends, many of 
whom beat Jason, Jerry, and Aimee. 

In 1983, the kids went to live with Ida's mother, Marilee. During a brief reunion, 
according to state records, Ida beat Jerry black-and-blue with a belt, and Oregon gave 
Marilee permanent custody. She seemed like a better choice. Marilee moved a lot, but 
she had a job and took out the trash. The problem with Marilee's home, however, was 
the rest of the people in it Three of her own kids still lived there, and part of her hippie 
credo meant letting them do drugs, for which two would later compile lengthy criminal 
records. They forced dope and alcohol on their grade-school nephevra and niece. 



Marilee left the Idiscipline" to her husband, Kenny Allen. An alcoholic Oklahoman 
who'd run away from home as a teen, Kenny passed on the lessons of his own bat- 
tered youth. Marilee's daughters, Buffy and Candy, say they took constant beatings 
from Kenny, but when Jerry moved in, Kenny found a new target. "Jerry wasn't a bad 
child," says his other grandpa, Jerry Griffin. "He just always seemed to want to draw 
attention to himself." 

A mile off the blacktop in Cllne Butte, outside Redmond, a trailer is hidden behind 
a bush at the end of a gated dirt road. Here, Marilee and Kenny made eight-year-old 
Jerry collect 5,000 rocks and write 5,000 sentences. They adopted a Chinese military 
torture they called "bone duty," in which Jerry knelt bare-kneed on rice grains for 
hours. At some other address, says Jerry, Kenny strapped a book to the back of Jerry's 
head and hit it with a two-by-four. He skipped the cushion for additional two-by-four 
sessions, and when he used a shovel, a hammer, and an ax handle, and chased his 
step-grandson with a chain saw. A neighbor recalls seeing Kenny hit Jerry In the 
head with a chunk of firewood. On other occasions, according to Jason, Kenny 
threw Jerry through drywall and a glass window, tossed him from a balcony, tried to 
drown him in dishwater, and stuck him down a well without food for a few days. Jerry 
was unconscious at least three times as a child. 

At another of Marilee's homes in Redmond, a white ranch house on 29th Street, 
aunts and uncles and strangers would pass out in the living room, cigarette-and-pot 
haze roiling through the halls. The grown-ups blew pot smoke in Jerry's face. Jason 
joked about the sirens and altercations, but he says now that privately he thought his 
home was like a POW camp. His little brother, more sensitive and needy, crumbled 
under the pressure. By then, Jerry was complaining of headaches, was taking Ritalin 
for attention-deficit disorder, and couldn't control his impulses. A counselor warned 
about the growth of a "rageful, unattached" child. The state tagged him "emotionally 
disabled," and placed him in special ed. He disrupted class. He drank, smoked cig- 
arettes and pot, and shot dope. 

Kenny's alcoholism, meanwhile, grew more profound. One night in 1989, he called 
the kids into the kitchen. "Time for a pube check," he slurred, according to a police 
report, and peered down the front of their underpants. Aimee claimed her "check" had 
included a peek at Kenny's penis. The state booted Kenny from the home. 

Marilee soon snared a new man. Scott Nathan was a drug dealer, a prostitute, 
and one of her daughter Candy's exes, but what she saw was a handsome full- 
blooded Indian, 21 years her junior. Jerry considered Scott a role model and a friend. 
Scott even taught him how to use a clean needle. Then Scott battered Jerry so badly 
that his teachers saw the bruises. They called the cops. 

Jerry would later regret that anyone had learned of the beating. The state sent 
Jerry to a foster home. Eleven-year-old Aimee told police that while Jerry was absent, 
Scott forced her to perform oral sex. "Jerry's job was protecting his sister," says 
Mike Cleavenger, the family's case worker from 1989 to 1991. "He said over and over 
again that he should've been there." 

Scott soon faced charges for both assaulting Jerry and sexually abusing Aimee. 
Marilee considered Jerry and Aimee "traitors," and dumped them. Ida had always wanted 
her kids back, and now Marilee was ready to grant her wish. She later told Cleavenger 
that the choice between boyfriend and grandkids had been no choice at all. 

While Jason moved in with a couple he'd met at church, Jerry and Aimee went to 
Oklahoma with Ida. No one rescued Jerry, the weaker brother. He was upbeat and 
considerate, but after 14 years of abuse he had a damaged psyche, a warped frame 
of reference, and an intensive training in making the wrong decisions. "I assumed he 
had some anger issues he was going to have to deal with," says former Assistant 
D.A. Chris Gardner, who interviewed Jerry for the case against Scott. "I assume they 
came rushing out [two years later) against that old man." 

THE WASHITA COUNTY COURTHOUSE REARS ABOVE CORDELL. OKLAHOMA, LIKE 
the axis of a compass. Highway 183 approaches from due north and south; 152 
from east and west. The silver dome can be seen four miles away on either road, shin- 
ing above its tiny rural realm, the place of reckoning for the silo-and-service- 
station towns of Washita, population 1 1,440. 

In his first months at the Cordell jail, the drugs washed out of Jerry's system. At night 
he hallucinated. He covrered on his cell floor as red-eyed spiders attacked him. Some- 
times he heard a lullaby about the Grim Reaper, and chanted, "Safe in my playroom, 
safe in my home" till the music went away. The judge sent him to a shrink, who declared 
him incompetent for trial. A sheriff's officer drove Jerry to a state mental hospital, where 
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the admitting psychiatrist, after telling Jerry he couldn't take anyone under 18, con- 
ducted a quick interview, dubbed him competent, and shipped him back to Cordeli. 

Jerry wrote jaunty letters to friends back then, the kind with parenthetical "ha ha 
ha'"s, sounding as if he'd get out, but he also attempted suicide at least twice. Like 
many jailed teens, he tried to hang himself with a bedsheet, and like some jailed 
teens, he failed. He called mental health hotlines in the middle of the night to talk 
about his visions. 

After a joint preliminary hearing, Jerry's codefendant, Ricky Fletcher, went to trial in 
November 15, 1993. The jury convicted Ricky of robbery three days later, and recom- 
mended a sentence of 20 years. The next day, Richard Turley, who'd been lying semi- 
comatose with tubes in his throat and stomach since the assault, died of pneumonia. 

Ricky's legal situation was different from Jerry's. He had made only one statement 
to police, and in that statement insisted he had no part in the assault or robbery. Jerry 
himself took the stand, against his lawyer's advice, to swear that Ricky hadn't touched 
Turley, contradicting his earlier claims that Ricky had helped with the kicking. In part, 
Jerry has said he was spurred by Aimee's claim that she was carrying Ricky's child. 

Jerry, meanwhile, entered a blind plea— meaning he had no guarantee of sen- 
tence-on the robbery charge. He expected to receive 20 years, like Ricky. Turley 
died a week later. At his sentencing in March 1994, the judge said Jerry "hasn't had a 
chance" and called Jerry's bio 'bne of the most pitiful things I've ever read," before stun- 
ning Jerry with a life term for robbery. 

Jeny now faced a second charge-premeditated murder. The D.A. would try to prove 
that Jerry had intended to kill Turley— had decided to kill him, and acted on that decision. 
(Under the law, such intent to kill can be formed in an instant.) For a year and a half, 
Jerry waited to return to court, first in Washita and then in McAlester. His murder trial 
didn't begin till August 1995, a month when the temperature in Cordeli hit 105. 

The jury saw a defendant nearly 19 years old, three inches taller than in May '93, 
and 76 pounds heavier. Jerry gazed back at a panel of farmers, clerks, and grandmas. 
For a week, the graying jury heard the tale of a drug-addled teen outsider, killer of a 
widower who'd farmed nearby since Territory days. The jury convicted Jerry of first- 
degree murder. Jerry's lawyer now had to convince this same group of 12 that her 
client didn't deserve to die. In the sentencing phase, she had a chance to raise the issue 
of mitigating circumstances. Nothing could be more mitigating than Jerry's early life, 
which meant, at 16, his whole life. The state would try to prove aggravating circum- 
stances: that the crime was cruel and committed to cover up the break-in, and that 
Jerry posed a continuing threat to society 

Three months before the murder trial, a man named David Cox became Jerry's cell- 
mate at McAlester. After a week with Jerry, Cox sent Assistant District Attorney Luther 
Cowan a letter offering to testify. He took the stand that August to make some remark- 
able claims. He swore that Jerry had admitted smashing Richard Turiey in the head 
with a flashlight and an iron pan, with the express intent of robbing and killing the old 
man. He also described letters between Jerry and his father in which Jerry con- 
cocted a plan to break out of jail by bribing a guard with drugs. Cox denied that self- 
interest (i.e., a deal with the D.A.) had motivated his testimony. He came forward, he 
said, because the same kind of punks had "beat down' his own granddad in 1986. 

None of the mitigating factors— Jerry's age, his childhood trauma, the fact that he 
was acting under the influence of drugs— meant much to tt)e Cordeli jury. Former A.D A 
Gardner and social wori^er Cleavenger even flew cross-country to say that the state of 
Oregon had failed to protect Jerry. In the end, only two jurors expressed a preference for 
a lesser penalty. After eight hours, v^ile Jerry waited with his old friend Nikki, listening 
to White Lion and sharing smokes, chips, and Dr Pepper, the two holdouts caved. One 
of the jurors cried when the death sentence was read aloud. 

Jerry's fate didn't merit notice outside Oklahoma. Streib, the death penalty expert, 
says there's nothing exceptional about his case, as condemned kids go— a break-in 
gone bad, an elderly victim, kids in a group. Some legal and evidentiary factors 
make Jerry's death sentence questionable, however. His lawyers are appealing the 
murder trial itself as double jeopardy-arguing that the judge in the robbery case 
effectively gave him life as punishment for Turley's death. The capital case, there- 
fore, became his second trial for the same murder. 

In the murder case, Jerry's lawyers argue in their still-pending appeals, the state 
relied on several witnesses it should have known were dishonest. Jerry's appellate 
lawyers learned many relevant facts about the state's informant, David Cox. A vet- 
eran 'jailhouse snitch' with a history of mental illness. Cox got his info about the 
case from reading Jerry's legal papers. He never had a grandpa who died from a 
beating, and after the trial, despite his claims of no deal, he became a 'protected pris- 
oner" and was transferred to a medium-security facility. There were no letters pro- 
duced in which Mouse and Jerry hatched a commando raid on the Cordeli jail. But 
most important, and contrary to Cox's testimony, Jerry may not even be the one who 
administered the fatal blovra to Turiey. 



AS A CHILD, JERRY WAS 
HIT IN THE HE/ilD BY 
HIS STEPB4THER H/ITH 
A TI4/0-BY-F0UR, A 
SHOl/EL A WAN\/mi. 
Am AH AX H/ilNDLE. 
/ACCORDING TO 
A NEUROLOGIST, 
HIS BR>1IN STILL H/1SN7 
FULLY RECOI/ERED. 




Next-generation Oklahomans, Jerry's 
cousins Susy and Tim. 



THE EVIDENCE FITOM THE CRIME SCENE-THE INJURIES TO THE FRONT AND SIDE OF 
Turiey's skull, marks on Turiey's face that match those of the pot, the direction of the 
blood splatter on the wall— suggests that after Turley had been knocked down, one of 
the three grabbed the handle of the three-pound, half-inch-thick iron pan, a pan in which 
Turiey had cooked popcorn eariier that evening, and svnjng it like a tennis racket at his 
head. Twice the person swung, or maybe more. Blood sprayed up from a point near 
the floor onto the kitchen cabinets and the ceiling. Raised circles on the pan's bottom 
made blue, ring-shape bruises on Turiey's chin and the side of his head. From the first 
hours of the investigation, police fixed on the pan as the murder weapon. 

In her first statement to police, soon after the incident, Jerry's sister Aimee claimed 
that Richard Turiey had locked his kitchen door and grabbed her butt, and that Jerry 
had responded by blurting, *We got to knock this guy out.' She denied touching the 
victim. In her second statement, she conceded that the elderly farmer hadn't felt her 
behind. She suggested the old man might have hit his head on an iron pot as he fell, 
and that she might have stumbled over his t>ody. 

The day before the preliminary hearing for the robbery case in July 1993, A.D.A. 
Cowan called Aimee and her lawyer in for a meeting. He and Joe Ferrero, the detec- 
tive who'd been interviewing the three kids, wanted to clear up a few "inconsisten- 
cies' before Aimee testified. At first, all three suspects had denied striking the old 
man. Ferrero had warned each one that he planned to send the flashlight and the 
iron pot out to be tested for fingerprints, and that before he did they had a chance to 
tell the truth. Jerry then admitted wielding the flashlight, but denied he or anyone else 
touched the pan. Ricky maintained that he'd touched neither. 

After her meeting with Cowan, Aimee took the stand and, alone among the three 
kids, admitted touching the pan. She said she'd merely thrown it, and that maybe it 
struck Turiey in the skull. Apparently satisfied. Cowan gave Aimee, the only one of 
the three too young to qualify for the death penalty. Immunity from prosecution in 
return for turning state's evidence. 

At the preliminary hearing, and later at Ricky's robbery trial and the preliminary hear- 
ing on Jerry's murder charge, she testified to Jerry and Ricky conspiring in Turiey's 
living room before the assault. Her words helped establish Jerry's alleged intent to 
kill. She described Jerry striding into the kitchen and whacking the old man in the 
skull with the flashlight and the three of them kicking Turiey while he lay on the floor. 

By July 1994, however, the month of the prelim on Jerry and Ricky's murder 
charge, Aimee had told dozens of versions of the Turiey incident, and a parade of 
ex-friends had sworn under oath that she was a compulsive liar. Research by Jerry's 
appellate lawyers turned up her habit of making, and retracting, charges of sexual 
assault. In the summer of '93, she claimed two black strangers had dragged her 
into a car and anally raped her, saying, "This one is for Turiey." Doctors examined 
Aimee and ruled out sexual assault. After she made and then recanted yet another 
rape allegation against her mom's boyfriend in late '94, the court ordered her to get 
therapy for lying. Medical records detail a dozen invented pregnancies— including 
the baby she told Jerry was Ricky Fletcher's. 

Aimee was the only witness who could implicate Ricky in the Turiey beating, and 
Ricky's defense team realized they could discredit her. Private investigator Tom 
Hankins found plenty of witnesses who insisted Aimee had bragged that she and 
her brother had done it all, and that Ricky had merely watched. And they said Aimee 
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"TO BE CONDE/HNED IS TO SAY MY LIFE HAS NO POSITIl^E l^LUE, \'M BEYOND 
CORRECTION OR REH^IBILMTiON," SAYS JERRY. "THAT'S NOT TRUE.' 



told them she'd done more than throw a pan. She said she hit Turley in the head, 
repeatedly. In May 1994, Hankins videotaped Aimee telling a group of girls she had 
laccidentally hit (Turley) in the head with the pan." 

The state was still seeking to put Ricky to death for Turley's murder. Armed with 
the statements and videotape, Ricky's defense team got Ricky a deal: 25 years as an 
accessory after the fact. By then, however, Luther Cowan had already prosecuted 
Jerry Mooney for murder and four times told the jury that Jerry swung the pan. He 
had dropped Aimee as a witness, avoiding a Cross-examination about her problem 
wrtth lying and her role in the night's events, and substituted Cox, who put the pan in 
Jerry's hand. When questioned about this, Cowan will only say that, legally, Jerry 
could've been tried for first degree murder-and sentenced to death-regardless of 
who dealt the heaviest blows in Richard Turiey's farmhouse. 

I ask Aimee if she would revisit her story to save Jerry's IHe. "What if you stood up 
in court and told them you swung the pan, not threw it?" I ask her. "What if you said, 
'I stood there and hit him in the head with the pan'? Would that be true?" 

"Not really," she replies. "Kind of." 

JERRY HASN'T SEEN AIMEE OUTSIDE A CXDURTROOM IN YEARS. "TELL JERRY I LOVE 
him," Aimee says, "and the only reason I don't write is I don't have any stamps." Ida 
can't afford collect calls, but visits every few years. Jerry's cell partner has become his 
family. "B.K. is my brother," he says, "and my father and my mother." They live next to 
the execution holding pen where the inmate on the bubble goes to wait out his final 
days. Next to that is the shower, and hieyond that the execution chamber. 

Out of consideration for his cell partner, Jerry tries not to pace. He sleeps on the 
floor by the beanhole of his 8' by 15' cell, instead of on his poured-concrete coL He 
watches TV, listens to the three stations his radio gets, reads John Grisham and 
Dean Koontz novels and self-help books. His cronies from Kettle days have scattered. 
Ex-fiancee Christa won't talk about Jerry, much less to him. His final message to her 
is tattooed on his left pec, a heart-shaped brick wall that says, break this one, bitch. 

In his cell he reads psychology texts, slowly, like Scripture, so he can learn how 16- 
year-old Jerry got so bent. He writes letters to his family and asks them the same 
questions he asks the books. Most recently he asked Jason why only one brother 
got saved. "What was it about you that was so different? What was it about me that 
people saw?" 

I suggest to Jerry that he was programmed to fail, that his childhood made disas- 
ter inevitable. Marilee once told him, joking, that he'd end up in prison, and after Jerry 
took a few joyrides in Oklahoma, that prediction was repeated by a cop. "I don't 
think it was preordained or that the way I was raised caused me to be here," he 
replies. "Even though I had a certain way of thinking at the time, I still had a willing and 
capable mind." On the other hand, at 16, he also thought he should be married and 
living on his own. "My judgment," he concedes, "may not have been too good." After 
the Turley assault, Jerry's judgment told him to protect his little sister, like he thought 
he'd failed to do in Oregon. He told authorities that no one touched the pan, and 
Turley must have knocked it off the counter. L^ter, he told a few friends and relatives 
a more plausible story, blaming Aimee. 

But Jerry now wonders if some of the things Aimee has said in the past are really 
true, including the Scott Nathan molestation. "When you ask Aimee why she tells a lie, 
she says, 'I don't know, it sounded good.'" Does she know she's lying? "I don't 
know anymore. I would think she doesn't Aimee said things that weren't true...." He 
pauses. "That I'd like to believe she didn't know were a lie t}ecause they caused me 
a lot of problems." 

In cell KK, he's still rationalizing. The jury's death sentence didn't shock him. 
Jurors might've seen too much youth crime on the news and gotten disgusted. 
"Some of them probably said if they had a chance to make a difference, if they 
were on a jury where a juvenile was involved, they'd be hard on him to teach every- 
body else a lesson." 

But what that lesson teaches, as Jerry writes me later, is that he's worthless. "To 
condemn me to death solves nothingl' he fumes, his cool pose forgotten. "To be 
condemned is to say my life has no positive value, I'm beyond correction or reha- 
bilitation. That's not true.' Jerry comes from the same background as most of the 
kids on death row: unstable homes; mental illness; brain injury; sexual, physical, and 
drug abuse. A 1989 study by a New York University criminologist found that most 
condemned teens suffer from one or many of those conditions. Twelve of the 14 
tested had been severely beaten, nine had brain injuries or disorders. Late last year 



a neurologist examined Jerry and determined that he too suffered from brain injury. 
"Even now," wrote Georgetown University's Dr. Jonathan Pincus, "his frontal lobes 
are not working properly." One theory suggests that an impulse-controlling brain 
chemical called myelin, which isn't fully formed in teens, is still less developed in 
violent teens, especially those who've been hit in the head repeatedly. But the 
condition gets better with time. That's what happens when teens grow up. At 21, 
says Jerry, "I tend to think things through a little more." A second doctor who 
examined him, psychologist Swen Helge, says he doesn't fit any known profile of 
someone likely to offend again. 

Despite this and despite the mitigating nature of his painful biography— not to 
mention the questions about his Intent to kill and the fact that he may not have 
inflicted Turley's fatal injuries— Jerry could be executed by his 28th birthday. With a 
different jury, prosecutor, or courtroom, he might be doing 20 years or life without 
parole. "What are we saying," asks Steven Hawkins, director of the National Coali- 
tion to Abolish the Death Penalty, "when we've got somebody like Jerry on Death 
Row? Obviously with a little more guidance and different role models he might've 
been a different 16-year-old." 

AN HOUR WEST OF MCALESTER, JERRY'S AUNT CANDY HAS TURNED UP IN A SMALL 
town on the Canadian River called Konawa. She lives off a dirt farm road in a trailer with- 
out a phone. Puppies run loose. Two little girls. Candy's daughter and a friend, play in 
the grass by the tsedroom window. Inside the bedroom, clothes lie in mounds. 

Candy sits on the den sofa watching TV, a blanket pulled up to her neck. She moved 
to Oklahoma two months ago but hasn't yet managed to visit Jerry. For a year or two 
back in the early '80s, she says, she was the one taking care of him. The one time 
in the '90s she's seen Jerry was in court. But the case has had an effect on her, 
she insists, making her a more vigilant mother, especially when it comes to her 
12 -year-old son. 

"Back in Washington," says Candy, "Timottiy tried to bum my house down. He also 
broke into a house and started a fire in it He got in trouble with that The police were 
involved. They told him, 'If it happens again, you will go to jail.'" 

That was a year ago. In Oklahoma he hasn't met the police yet but he is still acting out 
On the day of my visit he killed a mother turtle with a rock. Candy was furious. "The 
babies were newly hatched. He was brutal. He stuck a stick in her mouth and did all 
this other stuff. I told him, 'Timothy, you just committed munder Why did you do that?" 

Tim's father, Candy's ex-husband, used to knock Tim around. Blows to the skull 
have left him with the mind and emotions of an eight-year-old. Tim's developmen- 
tal problems and the arson have caused both Jason and Jerry to worry. Jerry, 
especially, frets, helpless in his cell as his little cousin begins to reenact familiar 
struggles. He sees the parallels between his life and Timothy's— a troubled kid 
with a troubled mom, adrift with his baby sister in outback Oklahoma, where no 
one will intervene. 

The next day I find Tim at a housing project in town. Candy is splitting up with her 
boyfriend, and Tim is sleeping over wKh a friend and a baby-sitter. I bring a photog- 
rapher along to take Tim's picture. Excited, Tim changes into a dress shirt and 
brushes his hair and even slaps on cologne. The baby-sitter, a middle-age woman in 
a don't ask me 4 SHrr T-shirt, shakes her head sadly. "I feel bad for him and his sis- 
ter," she says. "They're not getting what they need. He's a great kid." 

Tim does seem like a great kid, as sweet, eager to please, and hyper. While the 
photographer sets up outside, he shows me where another kid has sprayed fake 
snow in his hair. When his pal goes into the next room, I ask him a question. 

"Timothy?" 

"Yes." 

"Did you happen to kill a turtle yesterday?" 

He looks scared. "No." 

"Oh. Your mom told me you did." 

The confusion lifts as he comes up with an alibi. "This great big snapping turtle tried 
to bite my toe and I went"— he kicks his right foot— "and it flew through the air and hit 
a rock and its shell busted open like this and it died." Then his friend wanders back 
in and Tim shows him how huge the turtle had been and they start talking about how 
they walked through a stream this afternoon. The turtle and I are forgotten. 

I see his shoes and his friend's by the door, still wet and think of Aimee and Jerry's 
wet sneakers in 1993. 1 recall that arson and animal torture are among the most reliable 
predictors of adult criminality. Then Tim runs outside, ready for his close-up. H 
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Formillions of kids, Korn's house 
of pain feels like a home aiuay from 
home, by RJ Smith 




■ 

Korn must surely be the only band ever to distribute a 
press kit that announces "several members. ..have 
experienced the catastrophic effects of child abuse." 
That announcement is also easily the biggest 'duh!' 
in Korn's whole press kit. Listen to Follow the Leader 
and you know this band is damaged goods. Korn try 
to scream their way out of a black-and-blue bed- 
room, with words that level blame and thudding 
queasy riffs that try to even the score. And they still 
can't break free. 

At a time when "protecting children" has become 
the motor powering a nationwide moral panic, when 
teenage cafeteria killers get massive coverage, and 
when every politico's pet peeve-tobacco, crime, 
Internet porn, you name it— is sold to the public as a 
way of safeguarding the young, Korn must be the 
most political band in the country. Their music has 
scared the shit out of high-school administrators, 
and you can hear the Christian righteous warning 
America from the pulpit: Don t let your kids become 
children ol the Korn. The band's first two albums 
went platinum without support from radio or MTV, 
and Follow the Leader, sleeker and more focused, 
seems sure to follow. All of which indicates that far 
from being locked in his room alone with his 
wretched feelings, Korn singer Jonathan Davis has 
plenty of company. 

Calling Korn the most political band around is pre- 
cisely the kind of thing that would have the band 
themselves reaching for more ice coldies. then 
belching en masse. They don't really believe in any- 
thing themselves, other than that when your head hits 
the 7-Eleven parking lot, it really hurts, man. On Fol- 
low the Leader Korn even cover Cheech & Cheng's 
invincible "Earache My Eye," cameo by Cheech 
Marin, yet they aren't really part of the fart-lighting 
South Park nation. Even when they try to be funny, 
Korn are pathetic, and I mean that in sort of a good 
way— they can't help but show you what torn-up sock 
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puppets they are. For all their ugly 
lashing out at targets that have regu- 
larly included women and 'faggots,' 
they radiate more pain than hate, the 
kind of pain they never got over. 

'Dead Bodies Everywhere" opens 
with music-box tinkling, then plows 
into dumbed-down Rage Against 
the Machine slab guitar and bass- 
popping. "You really want me to be a 
good son? / Why do you make me feel 
like no one?" Davis growls. Korn use 
haunted-house minor chords and gui- 
tar strings that squeal like theremins to 
give their child abuse lyrics the feel of 
slasher flicks. And if they identify with 
the stalker, they always cast them- 
selves as the ultimate victims. "I see 
your pretty face, smashed against the 
bathroom floor / What a disgrace, who 
do I feel sorry for?* Davis says on 
"Pretty." The answer to that one is 
easy: He feels sorry for himself. 

When Rage Against the Machine, 
the band Korn most resembles, borrow 
from hip-hop, it's a multicultural ges- 
ture that rocks like Everest. But Korn 
are, ahem, post-p.c: They see foul- 
mouthed, brawling rappers as ex- 
pressing Ultimate Taboos, and they 
feel right at home. For Korn (and their 
buds Limp Bizkit) hip-hop's noise 
won't save the world, but it keeps the 
victims from going bonkers. On '96's 
Life Is Peachy they covered Ice 
Cube's "Wicked," and Cube returns 
the favor by guesting on 'Children of 
the Korn.' Elsewhere Pharcyde's Tre 
works out on 'Cameltosis,' and Davis 



and Bizkit's Fred Durst attempt a hip- 
hop "battle." 

But tor all the breakbeats that cool 
the molten guitar, Korn are, in the end, 
a million miles from Compton. They 
are, in fact, from Bakersfield, West 
Coast hillbilly music mecca. Davis's 
dad was even a member of Buck 
Owens's Buckaroos, and Radio 
KORN, as it happens, was the hillbilly 
station on a regular Hee Haw sketch. 
Korn are unmistakably referencing 
personal torture, but they haven't fig- 
ured out what to do with abuse except 
visit it on others. And so the incest, the 
boozing, the rage against God and 
the beatin' of their women all end up 
seeming like nothing but one more 
dumbass hillbilly parody. 

They've raised a bumper crop of 
Korn nuts in the way Metallica and 
underground rappers did, by mattering 
at a strictly word-of-mouth level. Korn 
scare all the right people— critics and 
faculty— but resonance is only sup- 
posed to be a beginning, not an end in 
itself. They don't have to grow up, they 
don't have to achieve "closure," but 
if they're not going to make good 
records, what's the point of going 
through all of that therapy? B 
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After four years, the girl with the Most-Talked-About tiara goes on record. I'm not 
counting the galaxy of interviews, fashion spreads, film strips, soundbite ops, and 
stray performance pieces— the ephemera of her incarnation as the Queen of All 
Media. She can play that way till the stars come loose from their moorings, and it's 
still all bullshit; whatever La Courtney or Le Public thinks, it's not her job even to 
mean what she says. However engaging she is, she's not our friend, or our enemy, 
but our melody maker. Love's job is to musically engage our hormonal desperation 
and set off a few super-cranial light bulbs and maybe add another record to the 
arcana of great '90s music. All that other stuff is just moonlighting. 

Nonetheless, job skills fade and distraction happens; by the time Courtney started 
channeling Stevie Nicks it seemed unlikely the band-and the rock star Love-could 
escape becoming a historical conversation piece. Instead, Celebrity Skin strolls 
shinily into the historical conversation. It's a record filled with quotation and reference, 
backtalk and revision. But it doesn't enter the discussion as bad bitch of the fight club 
or in the name of Oasis-esque historicizing. It just sits down at the table and sets to 
conversating with the boys on the radio, taking as an assumption that's where the 
action is. A cohort of girl culture will call this sleeping with the enemy. Maybe so. 
Mayt)e so what; there are too many great songs, and this is a magnificent pop record. 
"Pop" is the crucial term: Celebrity Skin carries the conversation beyond the 
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traditional postpunk loop of raw power and pretty poison, dirty glam and curdled 
self-loathing. Tfiese ttiings all figure. But Love manages also to chat up early pop 
star Shakespeare and latter-day saint Stephen Malkmus, hi-cred novelist Denis 
Johnson, and lo-lrfe Art Alexakis; the title track off -quotes Burt Bacharach. Twice. 

Still, pop isn't a reference game; it's a way of life on which the record bets every- 
thing. Celebrity Skin is likely to piss off anyone still indulging in the fantasy of 
Courtney as punk Goddess/feminist Fury; if you want the howl and the open 
wound, you'll have to dredge Puget Sound. But that's not where this record is call- 
ing from; it dials in from a more southern Pacific. After various production peregri- 
nations, Michael Beinhorn ends up finding a bastard mix of sweetness and weight 
ice cream grunge, with a shock of fab guitar parts from Eric Eriandson plus a gang 
of new-wave synthesizers. Most of the music was written by the band, writh free 
advice from a Smashing Pumpkin (five tracks), and help from both a Go-Go and a 
Blinker the Star on "Reasons to Be Beautiful." In exchange for the astonishing con- 
sistency of mood that made Live Through This a breakwater of '90s rock. Celebrity 
Skin produces a cataract of great songs, spectaculary polished. 

But if, in true pop fashion, the album is obsessed with the glittery appeal of sonic 
surfaces, it only matches the parallel fixation on the erotic, deceptive allure of bodily 
surfaces. In that regard, from lyrics to love-me production, Celebrity Skin is an LA. 
record. And, like Courtney the Culture Star, the record sells the prettiness it often 
stands against. That is, the album knows exactly how it's fucked-up and makes 
music out of the mess. I keep forgetting whether that's hypocrisy or rock'n'roll. 

Most obviously, the album is Angeleno in its setting, from the razory "Celebrity 
Skin" ("hooker/waitress/model/actress— oh just go nameless") to the despairing 
charmer "Malibu," a beach-town companion to Everclear's 'Santa Monica." No less 
SoCal are the star's insider status in the cult of the image and the way her vocals have 
modulated from the former riveting roar into a creamy cry, luxurious and yearning. 

But for all that. Celebrity Skin isn't just Fleetwood Mackin.' Less wasted on deca- 
dence, the record is better at mapping out metaphysics of pop music and youth; the 
conspiracy of pure appearance, temporariness, and beauty, all of which we will betray 
and be betrayed by in turn. In the mirror of every brilliant surface is the terror of its 
decay On the album-closing "Petals," the incessant flower imagery of Live Through 
This has turned toward autumn; "I miss the sweet boys in the summer of their youth... 
all the dariing buds of May / They fall with no sound, they carry you down." And the 
music descends and descends a sickly slope, the pretty guitars falling out of tune. 

The same rotting haunts the center of "Reasons to Be Beautiful," the best song 
of 1998. The song's architecture gleams like a postmodern-gothic Hotel Califor- 
nia; "Miles and miles of perfect skin / 1 swear I do, I fit right in," says Love in a 
mantra she falls into and forgets, substituting "Miles and miles of perfect sin." And 
suddenly everything is wrong, as she watches the image corrode; "So pretty oh 
summer babe we'll never know / And faded like a rose." But it's not just more flow- 
ery talk. This song is her version of total war, lining up the record's litany of con- 
cerns and turning them in on herself. By the time she reaches "everything I am will 
be bought and sold," mere autobiography threatens to overrun everything. 

There's probably no performer in the world so doomed to autobiography as 
Courtney Love, and it's a fate she's had a fair part in sealing. But this trap catches 
us as much as her, and some of Celebrity Skin's most delirious moments come 
when we are freed from having to hear the album as a personal profile. "Heaven 
Tonight" is adorable enough to have been temporarily titled "The Pony Song"; 
"Here comes a sun in the form of a girl / She's the finest sweetest thing in the 
world," she burbles over a chorus-happy arpeggio. When the Duran Duran synths 
kick in "Rio"-style, there's nothing to do but smile; a love song. 

That's not to suggest the album is bestest lightest. Nonetheless, it only falters 
when it blows off prettiness altogether; "Use Once and Destroy" hangs on a riff only 
Beavis and Butt-head could love, and "Playing Your Song' stays diminutive, a tem- 
per in a teapot But that's it Everything else is the good shit, from the candy-coated 
darkness of "Boys on the Radio" (an electrifying version of an Unplugged c\a8S\c: 
double your sugarl double your coma!) to the teen-spirited outrage of 'Avxf ul" ('It 
was punk / Yeah it was perfect / Now it's awful"). 

The challenge for Celebrity Skin is whether It can heard above the din, the life 
stories and public displays of affliction. But like all great records, it's at its best 
when it attempts the impossible task of swallowing all that noise. At the end of 
'Reasons to Be Beautiful," rather than turning away from the tell-all, the singer puts 
her back into it until the song transmutes into an answer to her husband's suicide 
note, talking back to the lost summer; "When the fire goes out / You better learn to 
fake," she sings, knowing the last say counts for nothing and having it anyway. "It's 
better to rise than to fade away," she promises, as if all pop stars weren't doomed to 

do both. JOSHUA CLOVER 
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Belle and Sebastian are wimps and proud of it, so naturally their cardinal virtue is 
modesty. Singer/guitarist Stuart Murdoch is the closest thing the octet has to a leader, 
but being singularly modest, he's turned over some of the songwriting and singing 
to his bandmates on this third album: Stuart David's "Spaceboy Dream" is of a piece 
with his recent solo single as Looper; Isobel Campbell sings the twee, breathy "Is It 
Wicked Not to Care"; and Stevie Jackson's two contributions reveal a potentially 
unhealthy fascination with the music biz (one's named after Sire Records founder 
Seymour Stein, the other after the pop zine Chickfactor). Being pathologically mod- 
est, melodist supreme Murdoch has left some of his own most striking songs off 
the album— the sizable e-mail list of Belle cultists is agoggle at the omissions. 

Or maybe Murdoch's just pathological like a fox. Belle and Sebastian have always 
played hard-to-get, limiting their first album Tigermilk to 1,000 (vinyl!) copies and 
playing in public only a few times a year. Murdoch knows full well that hearing one 
song more than others can get in the way of an album's flow, so even the songs that 
might naturally walk tall are convinced to slouch a little. The title track (an '^ab strap' 
is a marital aid; Arab Strap is a fellow Scottish band) has what could be a big-bump 
"Jean Genie"/"Everybody Wants to Rule the World" groove— but Murdoch sings it 
like he's worried about starting an avalanche, and he keeps on swallowing his words 
even after the band fades out. Speak up, boyi 

Arab Strap is a more mature album than 1997's If You're Feeling Sinister, less 
concerned with just-postadolescent torment, which is to say it's concerned with 
more mature torment-frustrating erotic fantasies, the sense of too much time pass- 
ing, the heroine of last year's triumphant "Lazy Line Painter Jane" single reappearing 
as an overpaid art-world hack. The hormone-dazed momentum of the earlier 
records has turned to exquisite stasis, graced with subtle string and horn arrange- 
ments. 'Dirty Dream #2" disguises its Motown beat in a swirl of strings and organ, 
and though "Sleep the Clock Around" builds toward what might be a tremendous 
climax, it's kept in its place by '70s synth chintz and a drum-machine two-step. 

What comes out of all this self-restraint is a pastoral album whose minor accom- 
plishments add up to tremendous power when heard as a whole. Murdoch and his 
disciples-as much a chamber music ensemble as a rock band at this point-refuse 
to do anything in broad strokes, which means nothing here wears out over repeated 
listenings, but also that you have to lean into the album to get much out of it. Listen 
closely, though, and you'll relish the tiny filigreed details, the unexpected instrumen- 
tal accents they can pull off only by having half the group sit out half a song, Mur- 
doch's wry turns of phrase and flip-flops between intertextual cleverness and heart- 
on-sleeve honesty. Modesty is also a virtue for people who know exactly how good 
they are. douglaswolk 
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It's been more than 45 years since the musique concrete pioneers started splicing 
tape together, but some people still seem to think it's pretty clever to make music 
out of other bits of music. Take DJ Spooky: Despite the fact most of his audience is 
thoroughly acquainted with the concept of collage, he stills feels the need to point 
out that "this is music made from fragments of the world." Riddinn Warfare is pep- 
pered with authorial micro-lectures such as this, delivered in an uneasy tone mid- 
way between professor and B-boy. K's a shame, because this music is more than 
capable of speaking for itself. 
OespKe its ungainly, bombastic title, Riddim Warfare is far from a call to arms. 
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Spooky seems entirely free of the political ferocity that inspired an earlier sampler- 
wielding generation to issue rallying cries such as "Welcome to the Terrordome." 
Instead, track titles such as "Polyphony of One" reveal self-absorption— or as Spooky 
might put it, a preoccupation with selfhood in the age of postmodern flux. Feinting and 
morphing, writhing with perpetual microbial motion, Spooky's music dramatizes the 
stnjggle to escape the straitjacket of having a single voice or definitive style. 

Slipping free from its creator's heavy-handed signposting ("it's like a recombi- 
nant, I'm pulling all this stuff from history"), Spooky's music is fluid, intuitive, and 
unexpectedly expressive. Although the overt intention seems to be a celebration of 
limitless possibility, the mournful arpeggios, echoplexed blues snatches. Oriental 
splinters, and keening, wordless voices tell another story— an anomie voiced explic- 
itly in the Kool Keith collaboration "Object Unknown," with its urban dislocation lyric 
and matchlessly sad delivery, like a lost kid on a hostile sidewalk. 

In an urban culture where personality can seem to be little more than the sum of 
one's consumer preferences, Spooky himself is a kind of hardwired Lotus Eater, 
endlessly tweaking a dizzying panoply of sources and immersing himself in tiny vari- 
ations of tone and texture. Spooky peoples his musical theater with a host of avant- 
lumlnaries and margin-walkers, but beyond their potent brand-name resonance, the 
Thurston Moore and Arto Lindsay cameos carry no more weight than any other ele- 
ments of the mix: the wayward beats, the smears of orchestral color, the shoals of 
scratching that pan violently across the stereo-field. 

Atomizing emotion and experience, arranging the motes into fleeting mosaics, the 
best of Riddim Warfare eloquently emphasizes the uncertainty of our identities. 
"It's like painting with fragments of memory," Spooky declares. But we never quite 
recognize ourselves in the finished picture, chris sharp 




THE SENGIffi 




BIKINI KILL 



Die Singles 



Kin Rode Stars 



JULIE RUIN 

TITLE- 

Julie Riin 

LABEL- 

Kill Bock SUES 



s 



It's probably dumb to predict the historical Impact of a band just seven years after it 
flared onto the scene. But the music of the now-defunct Bikini Kill shows every sign 
of enduring. The Singles boils down the band's brief career into a package as com- 
pact and abrasive as a scouring pad. The nine songs hang together more cohe- 
sively, and more persuasively, than any of the Bikini Kill albums. And The Singles 
characterizes better than almost any single work by any band exactly what riot grrri— 
the miniature revolution sparked in the early '90s when young women suddenly 
started making music without really knowing how. just as zillions of boys had been 
doing for decades— meant, and why it still matters. 

"Come here, baby / Let me kiss you like a boy does," Kathleen Hanna sings on 
"New Radio," her voice both a scowl and an erotic come-on, a voice that intuitively 
recognizes "Twist and Shout" as the great seduction song of the latter 20th century. 
Bikini Kill proved that the classic elements of rock'n'roll can always be updated, and 
could still snarl. "Strawberry Julius," with Its sugar-and-sulfur surf beat, is music to 
pony by, to tear apart your pink little-girl bedroom by, to burn down the school by. The 
Singles Is more like a hissing, pissed-off tiger than a static document. It invites nos- 
talgia, only to rip it up with kitty-cat claws. 

The self -titled debut by Julie Ruin— a new alias for Kathleen Hanna— proves riot grrrl 
has by no means vaporized: It's become transmuted but not softened. Hanna doesn't 
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"I'm not going to be rappin' when I'm 30; I want to start my own production company 
and get into acting.* This is the tired refrain of every MC who lust shot from under- 
ground husUer to bit playa, filmed a pricey video, and now thinks he's too sexy for his 
FUBU pullover. Here's a thought: How about making a full album that's not padded 
out with derivative skits featuring the DevH" and songs dissing "iake niggas*? 



ATOM Am HIS P4CMGE, "Behold. 
I Shall Do a New Thing'' EP(Viul Music) 
Touted by a friend as a " fat Jewisti punk 
kid with a sequencer, who looks like 
Elvis Costello and covers the Geto 
Boys, " Atom is more like Ween if they 
laid off the dirtweed and wrote some 
real jokes. The A side is a heartfelt rant 




The blue singer Atom assaults eyes and 
ears at the 1 998 Philadelphia Punk Prom. 

against the metric system (inspirational 
verse: "This record is not to be knovra 
as a 7' / It shall only be referred to as a 
15.4 cm record"); the B side gives kudos 
to Hob Halford's homosexuality (inspira- 
tional verse: "Statistics say chances of 
being gay are one in ten / So that means 
there's a 40 percent chance that one of 
the guys in Pantera likes men"). 

BEXSTIE BOYS, "Intergalsctic' 

(Grand Royal/Capitol) 

The album is decent beach reading, but 
here, hip-hop's exiled Rat Pack— Adam 
"Or Blue Eyes" Horovitz. Adam "Dino" 
Yauch, Mike "Yes I Can" Diamond— 
bum-rush the whole retro-electro soiree. 
With its stoopid computer hook, re- 
tarded rhymes, slap-happy beats, and 
phat Les Baxter sample, "hitergalactic" 
is the most liberating slab of hip-hop 
these daft punks have recorded since 
Sam the Butcher brought Ahce the meat. 
P.S. Don't snooze on the junglistically 
corny " Prisoners of Technology Remix. " 

G>)RB>IGE, "I Think I'm Paranoid* 

(Almo Sounds) 

Bent and nearly broken by the machin- 
ery of sex and art, Shirley Manson 
crawls out of a sterile hotel room in 
some country that barely qualified for 
the World Cup, vniggles into a shifty 



mini-dress (perky trip-hop melody), 
scrunches her aching feet into a pair of 
gUtzy tiigh heels (sultry taunting vocal), 
firmly applies Medea Magenta lipstick 
(crunching guitar riff), and plays the role 
of modem rock's Queen Supreme Being 
like Jessica Lange eating scenery in 
Blue Sky (swooning Goth-choir chorus). 
No, it's (not) an art. 

JUVENILE, "Ha" (Universal) 
Over an eerily dinky, 808-rattling riddim. 
New Orleans MC Juvenile offers up four 
minutes of slurred responsive reading 
like a Baptist deacon trying to sleep off a 
hangover during Sunday service. "You 
got served a subpoena for child support 
/ Ha!. ..You done switched from Nike to 
Reetxik / Hal " Truly mind-boggling. 

POSSUM DIXON, -Lenny's Song 
(Holding)" (tnlerscope) 
I'll concede they have the most embar- 
rassing band name this side of REO 
Speedealer, and that their last album 
sold less than my Aunt Fannie Lee's 
drum'n'bass side project, but the lead 
singer has awesome cheekbones and 
a real gift for translating true-life 
tragedy into oblique pop urgency. Pro- 
duced by Weezer mentor Ric Ocasek, 
this last-chance single includes a quaint 
guitar solo. 

THIEVERY CORPOR>mON, -Halfway 
Around the Wbr1d''/'*Scene at an Open Air 

Market" (Eighteenth Street Lounge) 

Like a bossa nova dubplate cut by two 
thrift-store clerks and a piano-bar diva 
over a tliree-day weekend. Recom- 
mended for early-evening pina coladas 
while reading Anatole Broyatd's Kafka 
Was the Rage. 

tVINK FE4TURING THE INTERPRETERS, 
"Simple Man" (Ovum/Columbia) 
Nine Inch Nails is the boilerplate, but 
this union of Philly phreaks produces 
yet another subgeme — power-pop 
techno. While Josh Wink's acid synths 
flame the furiously tacky "My Sharona" 
backbeat, Interpreter Herschel Gaer 
wails like a skirmy tie is slowly tighten- 
ing aroimd his neck. 



i: Vital Music. PO Box 210, New York, 
NY 10276: Eighteentli Street Lounge. 1210 18th St. 
NW. >200B. Washington. IX; 20034 
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AFRIKA BAMBAATAA & 
THE SOULSONIC FORCE 
PLANET ROCK 

GRANDMASTER PUSH & MELLE MEL 
WHITELINES (DON'T DO ITJ 

KURTIS BLOW 
THE BREAKS 

LL COOL J 
ROCK THE BELLS 

SUGAR HILL GANG 
RAPPER'S DELIGHT 

RUN DMC 

IT'S LIKE THAT 

BOOGIE DOWH PRODUCTIONS 

BRIDGE IS OVER 

WHODINI 

FRIENDS 

ROB BASE & DJ E2 ROCK 
IT TAKES TWO 
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FAT BOYS 
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claim to be a stellar musician, and she isn't The arrangements and playing— lots of 
keyboard and drum samples— are rudimentary. But her talent lies in knowing exactly 
what to put where— mischievously borrowing riffs from the Cars and the Kinks; taking 
simple elements and folding them into angry but elegant origami shapes. Moody, rumi- 
native, at times verging on laid-back, Julie Ruin is still corrosive: "Just another book 
about women in rock,' Hanna chants, deriding the careless pigeonholing she and her 
colleagues are always subject to. The sometimes gentler side of the "new" Kathleen 
Hanna shouldn't fool anybody She may walk softly, but she carries a big hook. (Kill 
Rock Stars, 120 NE State Ave. #418, Olympia, WA 98501 ) Stephanie zacharck 
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Learn about the past and you're sf/// condemned to repeat it. This is the lesson of 
Britpop, by now a consciously backward-looking phenomenon that is tripping into 
the same sad traps as its '60s precursors while it limps to the dustbin of history. 
Drug busts, star girlfriends, fraternal infighting, sub-par blockbuster follow-ups— the 
only thing missing is a trip to India to get one's head sorted. (OopsI— Kula Shaker 
already covered that) 

In a scene where immaturity is celebrated, it figures that most Britpopsters aren't 
doing well when it comes to the ongoing rock star problem of aging gracefully. The 
inevitable solo albums from three present and former Britpop stars whose original 
bands actually did something with their record collections besides mimic them— 
ex-Suede guitarist Bernard Butler, Blur guitarist Graham Coxon, and ex-Stone 
Roses singer Ian Brown— all represent a retreat from adulthood to a place where 
pomposity, vflllful obscurity, and rote hooliganism live forever 

The only British guitarist to matter since the Smiths' Johnny Marr, Butler can strum 
up more drama than a week of Jerry Springer. His Suede-era intensity stopped sub- 
limely short of bombast but with People Move On, the worid's greatest hair-banger 
lets all his worst instincts loose with an Oasis-like excess that's indulgent when it 
should be inspired. His lyrics come across as a parody of bad rock poetry ("There 
ain't any woman I know / That's got me so high"), and his thin, shaky voice misses 
notes. The result is an embarrassing mix of mastery and incompetence that proves 
why sidemen should stay on the side. 

While Butler overarranges slight tunes, Graham Coxon pulls together a handful 
of solo demos— the kind that sound like they were recorded at 5 A.M. in a hotel toilet 
after five minutes of soul-searching— and calls it an album. The Brit band with the 
most consistent quality control. Blur have been able to personalize any style that 
strikes their fancy while churning out top tunes. But on his own, Coxon sounds sec- 
ondhand and melody-challenged. Inspired by American indie low-fi and old English 
drug-damaged cult heroes such as Syd Barrett, The Sky Is Too High is so loose and 
lame it's virtually unlistenable. Someone should have told him that it gives off a 
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mixed message to leave your guitar untuned when you obviously know better and 
to celebrate your newly won sobriety with a pitch-oblivious whine that suggests 
you've never experienced a sober moment in your rock-star existence. 

During the five-year recording of the Stone Roses' disastrously rawk Second 
Coming, Ian Brown found his expressively dazed vocal drone turned into mere 
sound effect by his erstwhile songwriting partner/bosom buddy John Squire; for 
his solo stab, Brown taught himself to (barely) play various Instruments as he 
went along. As the title Unfinished Monltey Business suggests, the results are 
tentative, as incomplete as the Roses' swan song was overblown, but groovy in a 
scattershot, late-'90s way. Cheesy drum programs, sprawling space rock, awk- 
ward bass lines, cheap dubby sonlcs, and various guitar twangings rub up 
against cute pop songs disguised as trippy jams. The sneering, vacant lyrics con- 
firm that Brown isn't a particulariy enlightened fellow (he recently let loose the 
most misinformed homophobic outburst since Axl Rose). Yet Monkey Business'a 
surprisingly benign homemade ditties suggest that ragged Brown and rousing 
Butler might make a complementary match. Until then, we'll have to wait for BrK- 
pop's answer to Blind Faith, barry wulters 



Label Spotlight 

Bolshi is smarter than your auerage 
Big Beat label, by Simon Reynolds 



Even when Big Beat isn't actively 
insulting youi intelligence — as too 
much of the genre does — it's hardly 
music designed to engage your higher 
faculties. Bypassing the lofty concep- 
tualism of self-consciously "progres- 
sive" electronica, Big Beat's manic 
stupor appeals to raved-up ex-indie 
rockers and (if it fulfills its manifest 




Sllffl tioya phat Rasmus, 
rising star of Big B«at 

commercial destiny in America) binge- 
diinldn' frat boys. Its rampant nmipus 
triggers the make-a-fool-of-yourself-on- 
the-dance-floor reflex. 

Yet there are signs Big Beat is about 
to enter its "mature" phase, with cer- 
tain producers and labels moving 
beyond the rabble-rousing cheap tricks 
that have served the genre so well. 
Scene leader Skint has started an 
experimental sub-label called Under 
5's, while imprints such as Fused & 
Bruised and Bolshi are forging a sotmd 



that almost wanants the preposterous 
oxymoron "intelligent Big Beat." 

Descended from Bolshevik, "bolshi" 
is an English slang word that means 
"uppity," "insubordinate," "badattit- 
tudinous" ; e.g., "don't get bolshi with 
me, matel " As such it's the perfect sig- 
nifier for the way Bolshi simultaneously 
fits Big Beat's brash boisterousness 
while subtly tweaking-and-cheeking 
the genre's norms. Even as Bolshi 
tracks adhere to Big Beat's party-hard 
line (the music's "got to make you move 
and make you smile, " says label 
founder Sarah Francis), the label's best 
output glistens writh vrit and invention. 

Bolshi's highest-profile producer, 
the Sweden-bom but London-based 
Rasmus, is currently being touted as 
the upstart most likely to snatch Fat- 
boy sum's crown. A sampling wizard, 
Rasmus is skilled at meshing seeming- 
ly incompatible components into a 
funktional rhythm-engine. So "Afro 
(Blowiu' in the Wind)" — the highUght 
of Rasmus's debut LP Mass Hysteria — 
rubs rapper Spearhead's basketball-ln- 
the-park back-in-the-day reveries up 
against the the Beach Boys' mournful 
"This Whole World, " while the title 
track pivots aroimd a list of bizarre 
fauna (ibyx, ocelot, unicorn, and so 
forth) sampled from the John Travolta 
movie Phenomenon. Tliis messthetic 
of incongruity is somettiing Rasmus 
gleaned from hardcore rave producers 
such as Sonz of a Loop Da Loop Era 
and Jormy L, who mished-mashed 




Shgryl Crow AAM i 



00022 



HEM AultMTwtlc Fof Th»Ptoplt (WamefBrot) 00121 



10,000 Maniftc s OurTlnwInEdwi 
R E M Mu rmuf ^I.R.SJMMf 



00126 
001 W 



Ramooei Mant i (Sire) 



The B«it CM Tha TUbw iCa pflcX) 



Ttvt Bail CM B.ll Evan* On Varva (\A»fwl « «»• 

Slyi GreatasiHiU ASU; 00403 

The Baach Boy»;^»J Soun<J»^ OaptoKf 00613 



Catching Up With Depwlw Mod a (Sir>) 



The Bonnia Rartt Collaction : /■'ai nar Btoa.) 
Nirvana; InceailcKJa iDGCi 



The Best Of Buflak) Sprln^atd: 
Simple Minds Gimering Prize B1/92 (UM) 



without chains 



JhM Ey a Bllftd Hows it Gemg T o Ba. nw (ElaMra) 
Tha Jam: GrMt««t HIti ^PorytUt) 



Tom Patty t Tba Hwinbraakara: Graat artHWa (UCAt OatO 
Counting Crowa- Auguat And Everything Aft tf (DOC) 
Baaatia Boys: Paul s Boulli^ue 

Bach: Mallow G<Mcl iDGCl 

Human Laagua: Gfaalwl Mtta (AAM | 
KraWw art; Tha Hli i E «klra) 
Nina Inch Nalla: Tha 



njohn: Grealta) HiU (Potytaj 



Uva: Throwing Coppaf {Radoacttwa/MCA) 



'Sarah MeLaehlan: Surfacing Sumtl Stgrtnder. mar 
(Ariiti) 


20063 


A«roamHh:BlgOnaa(QmMHRa) (Gaflan) 01271 


INXS: Tha GrMlast HItl (Allvittc) OSSW 


Pulp Ficttorv'Sinrk. Dk* OaM. Al Ora«n. ChuCk Batr 


y. 

» 06396 


Shanu Twain The WMwt mil* (MwOffy NuTMl 


•1 06»3S 


Buah; SIxtaan Stona (Traumi] 0SOS6 


Elastica .G^leri; 


06073 


GoQ Goo Dolls: A Boy Namad Ooo 

(Wa'-ef Bros Me'.al B6f)e} 


06117 


Collactive So«l lAllanlK:^ 


061» 





f Talk Show (Atlannc) 20«M 


Patti Smfth: Oona A^aln (Anita) 




12721 


Tha Cranbarrlaa: To Tha FatttiTuI Daparta 


Kt (bland) 


I27S4 


AC/OC: Lai There Be Rock : All.»f"-iii- ' 
Daap Blue Something: Horn* 




129K 

1301B 


Ttte Waltnowars: Bringing Dc-^ 
No Ooubl; Tragic Kingdom 




1304y 


TheWho Who's Ne»t iMCAl 






Biohaiard: Hata Laao rMsmerBrot.) 




» 1337^ 


TrainapottingfSdtrfc. Iggv BMKl. N 
(CWol) 


ewOnlw,rn 


an. 

iww 


SuMlfW (Qaaotne AllayMCA) 




* 1S5M 


Mrvana: Hevannind !G«flen! 




iseoo 


Tori Amos: H«Y Jupiter EP lAtlantK) 




e 16638 


Ft ciipton 461 Oca*n Boutawd (FWydot) 


15709 



Cv*rel«MT So Much For Th* 
Afterglow / Will BvyYouANti^ Uh. 



Hoiy Hu«ic :*vaton (Warnt Broa.) 



Natalia I mi 
MIMI* To,n 



for the price of 



Oavo: Gr»aia» t HKa (Wamtr Btot.) 
CreaOence CI 



20 Greatest Hrta (Fintaiy) 



Th* Band Music From Btfl Pink (Capitol) 01632 
Gratetui pgad: WBfMngman't Daad (Warner fl'ca . qi63« 

01667 



Tha PoHea: Evary Braath 
You Taka— Tha Claaaica 

(A6M) 03515"^ 
Jawal: PlacaaOfYeu 

lATlanlic) 



• 09972 



Blind Melon S oup (Capaol) 
Bob Msrtty: Rjstaman 



nothing more 
to buy, ever! 

also available 




fTuH GonoilMand) 01*60 



SiouKSte And Tha Bansheaa: Onca Upon 

Time— Tha Sinjiaa ^3<-*'(;ni 01825 

A»la""i>>r,7 01649 
Blach SabiMtfi .V v f^r 01661 



Jmt's Addiction: HolNng-a Shocking 

(Wa mer Bros j » o"9< 

Pratandara: Laaming To Cramrf 

(Sira) ( 

Sett CalWarc Almond: UamorabHIa 
( Mercury) 



freedom 

sounds like 
no long-term 
cornrnltinentSi 



Black Sabbath; Paranoid 

( ^ Warne r Bros : 04222^ 
ThtUonkeas: Graataal Hlla iRhing) 04266 

Tha Baal O) Woodatock Jitni Hendiu The Who, Sty & 
The^Fariily Slcrie,^ mor e (ABante:) 04906 



f Mqdv Ei/cfyth ng Is 
i^-q t 08355 
J The Orb: Orbus 
' Tarrartwi (Itlandl 06374 
' Rufllad Root: Whan IVtoiia 



With tt s AH About 
llnleiscope) 



h * Th a Oomtnoa: Layta (Original Mu) 
Fun Lovin' Crlmlnale: Coma Find Yoursair 
The Vary BmI 0( The Who; My Generation 
Ertc^la^on: Slowft and iPotyckyi 




Wltcc:AJI. (Bepfti^Sia) 



0B616 



Tripping Datay; I An An C 



Ha:ArgyttafBy (A&M) 



JMuny Cliff: Tha HattlarnMyC 



Alive 'N 
Kickin' 




PunkYout MuatcForTha 
Punk. Vol. 1 Adam 6 Tha Ants. 
more lEMI] 



Dtaearnlna Slaekar 

Mts. Tht uunnad. !< 



MIMaliy: FWi Pig IWVW Brat) 


06103 


DavM Sanboni: Low SonQB 




<Wame> Bros ) 


06106 


Jeff Bucklay: Grace (Columbia) 


061S6 



Bruce Sprmgslaer: Oraalaal HHa (Cofcrtna) 06204 

Boston ^t'C. 0S231 



a Estafan Graataat Hltt ( Ep>c) 
;.,iri i>octo*s: Pocliel Full Of Kryptonna 



UwKMantal Jewelry i fl^cltoa:-[»-eMCA]_ 
Charles: The Best Of The Atlantic Yai 



\ (Rhaw) 



05360 

^05651 
05755 



Fitter: Short Bus iRepin 
Frank Zappa: Aposirophe< ') (Rytwdnc) 



Hanti Williams: 24 Greatest Hits fMe rggy NaahviHa) 

The Very Bast Ol Olis Redding l R^r>o| 

Brantord Martalls: Bloomlnglon iC.jik jmbia| 

Tricky; Maxinquay* ^^^^^^^ 

Simon & Gartunkei Gfeatesl Mrts C okjnOia) 

Sly 6 The Family Slone Grnattst HIta (Epfc) 
Rage Against The Machine ■ Lpic AssooaWtfl 



Allmsn Brothers Band. Wh ere II AH Baglns (Ep«c) 
Bangles: Graalaai H Ita iCoiumtnai 



Je« Beck: B low By Blow (Epc) 



Bryan Ferrymoxy Muale: SMM Ula— 20 QraaM Mia 



Tha Baal Of Big Country (Mareury) 



Phlah: A Uva On* 

(Etewra) 



Cheap THck: Uva Al 
Slavie Ray Vaughan Live A 



Bad Company: Stratghl S hooter [Attantic) 06615 

^ ACDC: Back m Black (Atcoi I 06826 

HooOa 6 Tha Blowftah: Crackad Rear Vlaw 

^ jAilanbci 06672 

AmyOrant: HouaaOllova |AAM|^ 06902 
daw HaOtawt Band: Undar The' 
" " (RCA ) 

• 069^ 
(Sire) • 00679 



Ramonaa: Grtataat Hlla Uva 

iRaaoaclft»'MCA) 



LilEiEL 



Da padia M oda: lOl 
Tad Nugart: DouWa Ltva Goruo 



Efte Clapton: From Tha Cradle 
(WamarBfoa) 0602 5 



11421 



. fWamafBioal 



06164 



■ "ftawalar. Live From Tha FaM 



ThaDooi«:AbaolulalyUwa (EMMta) 1«I96 

Pamanc OIHclil IJy»-101 Prool (EaaiWaat) > HW4 

Ruah: EiH- .StaQa Left IMercurvl 90110 

Tha Vardblrds: Live Al Th* BBC Featunne Jafl Back 

arifl Jirrrnv f^-r i'A',.rn.-.- A- t,,..-;| 21166 

Uve From 6A- M, , f - ■ r .in O'Brlan BfM. 
jl 1 , Cav>3 Ek^ss Marcufy) 21220 



(AAM) 



(CMC 



Nfc wraddnoV 



K>aa: A»»at IWercury) 



Uva On letterman—Mus'c From Tha Lata Show 

HEM. Shmyl C<cfw, Jawaf 6 Flea, more 
iRep'i&vl 21456 



The Who: Uva Al Tha tele Of Wight Faatlval. 1970 

ILe^p cy) *g 22177 

The Concert For Th* Rock and RoR HaH Of Fame 
(Columbi a) a 22215 

Lynyrd Skyityrd: Lyva From Blaal Tow n (CMC)* _g973 
The Velvet Underground': Uva HCMXCHI 



k Tha Cranbarrlaa: Ho 
V Need To Argue 
\ (l«Mn<n 062M 
TheWghty 
■Itahty 
Boaatonea: 
Question Tha 
Anawara 
(Mercury) 
' 062SS 



I Warner Bros .'Sire) a 35126 



Rick Darrlngar: In 
Fiowar Hour ( Kmg 
Bruce &pnngtteen: 



Blacutt 
21736 



Indigo 
Busy, 



Gills: Live-Back On Tha 

All C.v..."itjia 



22196 



BByJoet:KOHUgT(lnC oncai<<Catott>a 2291 

Cream: Live Cream fWydOfJ g 22672 

Blohazard. No HoWs Barratf— 

Live iRoddrunnef) * 22763 



C-:"jrT Oa) 



Bob Oylen : Blonde On Blonde 

G. Love 6 Special Sauce iC«er 

Yo-Yo Ma; Hade In Amenca BefnUein, Kirchnar, QarthMWi A 

ivBS iSor-y Cla5s.«:;aii_ t 107S4 

Tht Bynta: 20 EaaantW Tracka 19IH99I) (Cofcwtaatagacyi 1 0916 

Cheap Trtck: The Greatest HIt a (Epic ) 10919 

Tha Clash: London Calling lEpic) 10926 



Chfts isaak: Baja S eaakwia (flepma) 



Lamonhaadi: Car Button Cloth ffttfAdanlK) 18MS 

Paula Cole: This Fire ' Doci Want To WaA. mora, (knago)! 19999 
Marilyn Hanson: Antichrist Superstar ilnterscope) * 19097 
Tricky; Pre-Mlllennium Tension ils-a/io; I 19099 

The Heads. Ho Talking Just Head » .xxals by Johnalla 

NapolHa nc. [>etwfl »Ar. ■■ u(*yf^ '.MCA) 16100 

LA, Q una; American Hardcore CMC Iniamaaonat) 19139 



Luscious Jackson: Fevar In Fever Out (Cap'to') 



The Cardiyani: Ftrst Band On The Moon (Me^ury) 16274 
John Pariah 6 Potty Jean Harvey; Oance HaN At Louaa Poinl 

(Island) 16275 

Johnny Caah: Uneftalnad W/Tom RiRy 6 Tha Haarttraakars 
(America n) 16310 



BararMfcad L adles; Rock Sp edacto (Raprlaa) 



The Doors: GreMeet Hits -islwad. arftanoad CO! {B»»a) 19m 

Phish: A Picture 0( Nectar ;ElaklraJ t«39T 

Dr\j Hill tl&j-K! Bld:li W-J5ICI 19377 



Holly Cole- il Happened One Nl gM (Metro Bkja) g 
Uedaaki Martin And Wood: Shack-me n (GrOTawawn) 

Fallura: Fantastic Planet -iSlasM 

Erykah Badu Badulim lUnTv^r&ah 



Collective Soul: Oiaciplirted Br eakdown (Aaanlic) 
Halmel: Afterlaale tefs^ope) 



Kias: Greatest_Kis_B .V-ercmy) 



The Beat Of Stavte N tcks. Timeapace (Modem) 109*0 
Glenn MUler: Chattanooga Choo Choo— 
The ei HWa (Bluebmi) 11062 



Oa peche Mode; Ultra > Mu'&'Heprisa) 
Uaa Stanstiald AnsMi 



Th* Fabulous Thundert)irds: Tha 
H«a— Hoi Sluh :Ep-c AS'i;-iaai ed) 
John Coltrane: A Love Supreme 

(Impulse) a 

Ooo Geo OoUa: Superstar Car Waah 
(W arrwr flros-'Weial Bifldei 



11267 



freedom 
sounds like 
no more 
I prices 



Oxty Osbourne: Just Say Ozry (Epc^Ai a ooa W d) 114 22 
A/t» Snaw: Sett Of Th* B«g Ban ds (CokrtMAjgacy) C 1 
Th* Vaughan Broth«rs: Famlty Style (EnOAnooatedl 
Kanny Wiyn* Sh*ph«rd LedtMtter H elghia IGiant) 
Golden Smog; Down By Th* Old Mainsbeam VIWi 

SOiji Asy lum wag' Jiiyruwki, mwa (Rytodlac) 
Clbo Mano: Vhwi La Woman (Watrir Broa.) 




Frank Zappa Strtctty G anlaal (A 
mirod uction-.) .RyWxl isc) 
Hanson: Middle Of 



191 



Ruah: flelroapecllve I (1974-1960) 

iMerajry) 18700 
Dei Arniirt: SomaORwr Suckar^ Parad* 
(A«Ml 19744 
Edwwi McCairt Mbudd ed Ro a aa (Law) 1W69 

Mast Beat Manifesto Original Rra 

Noinmji-.gf scope l _ e 19779 

Romeo * JulleVSttrk., vw' 2 Uowa diak}gue 
rT„;5M: iCapi W) 19« a 



IMP 



Nail Young Ur; 

The Cure. Pan:. 

Allman Brothers Sand: The 

Fillmore Concerts (Payttorl* 01 159 

Van Hsten Live-^Rlghl Han. 

Right Now '<Vdr-«r Bros )1« 01165 



Elvis Presley. Elvis 56 .=CA\ 

Trac y Bonham : The B urdens Of Bei ng Uprf^ .(t **^ , <»1f 
Olana Krail: All For You (A Dedication To Tha Nat "King' Cola 

Trio[_llPv.ii*>; 12315 

Baranaked Ledies. Born On A Pirate Ship '-r.x.^ ^.'i I23S6 
The Verve Pipe: Vitlains ^ .■>.- .■ rrpsftmer?, lots more 

■«CA,_ _ __ 12496 

The R^nwhrnenis: Finy Fuizy B>g 6 Buoy (Marcufy) 12633 

I Mother Earthy Scenery And Fiah iCaplM) I2S36 

Sepullura- Roots iRciddr.jnnef) 11^40 



Robyn: Robyn to Here Do >bu ftaaiy tWant Ma. mora (RCA) 191 
Sister Haiel: Soma whaia Mora Fimlfaf ftiWWft^ 191 
Me^eth: Cryptic WrWng a (CapaoQ ilj 

Cn Vogue E , I . ■ \U 

K-Ci & JoJr- 

The Nlion-, 



^■•g a :_n i ora (MCi<^ 



Dave Matlhews Band: Craah (RCA) 



The Velvet Undergroui^ A NIco (PotydorfAAM) 



12604 
"12671 



Porno For Pyroa: Qood Ood'a Urge (VtenerBroa.) 



PunDaday:Nuv.;.vL'ui rW S»Miia*Mlb(r. mora. 

(BadBOy^Ant tai i 19 964 

MoCeyTynaf- Whai Tha Wo r ld Haada Mow (ImpiAw) g 19999 

Bluea Traveler: Suai^ht On TIM Morni ng (AAM) 20067 

The Manhattan Transfer: Swing .;Af'.a-:;Kl 20072 

God « Property From Kirk Franklin • N u Nation (B-Raa) 20091 

Primus: Brown Album \\' v. x.'^- 20092 

EciKi i The Bunnymen: E^rgreen ; ncWnJ 20094 

Clint Black: Nothln But The Taililqh4% ''^ Shottybutt 
IVednng TiDie iBCi 20297 
Sugar flay: Ftoored ■ , * 20349 

Hsriina McBrtde: Evd 7 «lc fR CA) 80979 

Fleetwood Macjhe Da .co _ " - w) 20477 

Chartk Parker. Jau Round M << g 20491 

BjOrh: Homogenic >ElGMra^ 1 396 15 



/ \rorr 



12TO3/' ^Eurythmlca: Graalaai HHa (Ansia; 



2091V 



TrtthaVMmood: Songboek-A CaOtcllon 01 HtU 

(MCA NasrrvHie) 



20(1 S 

VIotenI FtmmM: Add n Up (1n^t99^)JRe(>^se;SlIis^^ 206)K) 
Jult*n Br»«m: PopuU' Cla«a>ct Ftx Spanlth Guitar Mus^<r ri< 
Mbe-^: Fa ■vV.a L._^.;--. ,nCi Sterec! £.■ 20632 

PWtl Smtir Peacft Anrt N is^ 1 20942 

U»htr-MyWay - > 20969 

Bnan McKnigni ArtvM-ie ■ 20974 

Jars 0( Cla;y: Mut^ Af rHd tSiiveftonaj 21000 

Rotrtjan Ford: Tiyr Wil K (aimT>»rnb J e 21019 

BaBflWInani 'Ar^'lici 21103 
Tfw Cum: Galore— TM Single* 19e7-1997 \E'.c\Ua- 21115 
Sub(iine:WhallGcrt.., ^ur^f sk^<o(? -p-mi. EP iMCA K' 21129 
Jane i AddtcDon: Kettl e Whiatle (Warner Bros 1 ' 2116 6 
Sarah Brlghtman: Time To Say Geo<ttiyt indudM hit sii 

Olive: Eilrt virgin iflCAl 



VDiyvOtThtNnrS/wirAiTrwflixxn. ToucnPstH 

And Sana more (OutpostGaflwt 

I BHnk 1*2: Dudt Rmeb Dutwrti tOKMmg Up), mon 

, (MCACar^ol 

Bush: Decoostr. * 
Pure Dance iGr.- 



21S34 



Alana Davii BUme it Un Me . ■ .r>q<»; mOfB (EWrtTM) 215»t 
V^loru Wlll>«ms: Musings Of A C mttOppm tAMtmc) 218 28 
Queen P*n My Melody ^.1 fcf, Lc^. mote (I nleracopej * 216M 
Big Wreck In Loving Memory (X... iAilaHH:! 21720 
The Lok: Hortev. Power & Respect 1' ''••r* 
i>-..^j5> more .Bar) &-yAfisIaV > 21724 

The Shataiites: Ball Of Fire I 'slanijj 21736 

217» 



JeMeraon Airplane. Volunleera iR CA) 
Hum Downward la Haaver^ward i flCA) 




The B««t 01 Albert King 



The Beat 0< Taj M ahai : o oiumtwj 



21768 



21181 



AttMTi Collins. Robert Cray And JoTmny Copeland: 
SItowdownl Historic cupenMSion wWum gultansttl 

(ABgrtor) 06330 

The London HovHki'Wtotf Seeaton a 

WWi Enc CiBplon. eul Wyman. Charlie Watts, more 

{Qma) 0«S28 

John Um/M: BIum BrMkora (Wltti Erk Clapton) 

(Dofam) t2347 

LU To llla lAM J 

Robon Cray: S«wl Potato Pit 
(Mercury* 



Judaa Priest; Jugulalo r (CMCInWmgnorat) 
TonytTorU' Tone!: Oreatest Hits (Mercur^> 



21214 
21219 



Bob I>ylan Time Out Of MIrid 

Oui Lady Peace Clumsy i - jIu 
j Raga Againal The Machine Evil E mpira (Epic) 
. tVvarchaIr: Freak Show \E-^c) 



Etta James: Love's B«an Rough On Me 

(Proale Muscj 



KntghU Of The Blun TaUa Mick Jaggtr, JKk Bnica. 

Mk* Taytor. many more (Vceroy) 

PrtntMBfcia SongaOnheRoMnaSlon— TiManal. 

U/lher Aiaon, many more. |Houae Of Bhies) 

Kaap On Stopp<r)-The Seal Of Junior WaHa 

(Telarci g 

iluddy Wawrt: Hard Again 

(BkwSky) 



KabMoiAMlUkaVM 

(Cokwibta) 



ERa Jamas: Her Beat 

(Chasa) C 18247 

Sonny Boy Wllllaniaon: 
Hit Bast (Chew) Z 16755 
Unie Watter : 
His Baal 

(Ch<tS8 ! 10938 
Buddy Guy: The Comi 
Ctwas SUidk) Recordmi 
(Chats) * 02398 

The Allgator ReconS* 
2Sth AnntverwirY 
CoUadlon 
RoyBu.- 
Cofcns ' 

(Alli^aict . * ' . . ■ 

Jktnmy Rogers 
The Complete 
Chesa Reconllr>g: 
(Chess) e* 

163S4 



Songbook 

(MCAj 
ee 20616 



Wile Dtxon: t AmTTte B 

(tegacyt 



Seimeonk: FevUng Strangely 

Fhie Ctosing Tune, mote 

(MCA) 22W2 



Boya I Man: tvoluBon A Song ftr Mama, mom (Uo<cwrni 21226 
The London Symphony Orchattra: Kashmtr 
Symphortic Led Zappeiln 



Kenny Wayne thephetd Band: 

Trouble Is.,. 

jB.-w.l..1ion) 21138 



Robert Johnaon: King Ot The Oetta Bluee Singen 

(Columbia'l.egacy ^ ^ 

John Lee Hooker: The Real Fofli Bluea 

iChesS/ e S3S63 

I Budity Guy: 0«nmnighl.rv« Got The Bluee 

King! How^iiwCan Vou Get?— Claeaic Uva 
1964 To 1904 (WCA) 



L B.B. King: now 
Vaflormarwfts 



Win Downing; Invitation Only 
LSG: Leverl.Sweal.Gill : 
No Ooul>t.The Beaco- 
Next: Rated Nen ' . 
Chumbawamba Tubthumper 
Beat Of King s X A :a ri. 
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Luther Vandrosa: Or>e Night 
With You-The Best Ot Love. 

Vol. 2 ^EpKi 21028 
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Itoae: Harlem World rt'.-.df rou tVanf more IBad Bo^' Ansial • 21M? 
SubHme: SecoryJ-Hand Smoke laasolfTOjuiey.MCA' _ > 2135- 

Mystlkal: Unpredictable Jivti. » 213S-; 

The Best Ot Sinead 0 Connor: So Far„ (Bi<l) 21405 

Bec*:Odelay ;DGC » 21411 

Don Henley ■ Greatest Hrtt: Actual Mtles^^GeFter; 2141S 
Beavis Arwj Bun-Head Do Amenc&^Uk. Nu b>jL>t.<t 
Red not C- I. Pacers While Zc.-^r.^ e'.: iGette-^i ' 21419 
WhHe Zombie: Supersexy Swingin' Sounds i GetVr; > 21436 
ilarcy Playground S.=i «ni-i Canttv. Sam! Joe On The Scftool 
Bos ,t,ip,>_ ■ 21438 

e 21448 



Cab Calkway: Are You Hep To 
The Jive? iLcgacyt g 21837 
Bline Holiday: Lady ki Satin 

(Col»rrt»a/Le9a cyl 21843 
Wvfi"' F*at. Refugee 



The Best 01 Enya: Paint The Sky With Stars (Rapriae) 2145 3 
LJmpBUkn:ThreeDollaf Bill. Y AM me nctK^lf^tj ' 21463 
. Comarshop:When I Was Bom... Smr^CAsria. more 
MLuaka 8op/Wamer Bros ) e< 21464. 



Fwna AfjfM T tU fWoik) 2186 0 
Jon B.: Cool Raiai r?M/ Don? 



Weilfier Repor; Heavv 
Wealhof 21855 
Ouy Os5oufn« Diary ol A 
Madman >t-^<o 31916 
Yngwte Maimtteen: Facing 
The Animal iMorcuryj 21W 5 
Richie Sambora: 
Undiscovered Soul 

: M..^ '^ur^' ; 21 048 

B a ck a lreet Boys fMrytXK^ 
fSMoaeart Skkl, mora 
''D 2107S 
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Bit : «l CM priM 
wfttll a itMt 



nothing more to buy, ever! 

Asii|ipng and hantftng ctiarge wfl be added to eMch eelecIMn 

A Greit Df-ii Eri|oy 'ernfic savif>gs, Irw mus^c anfl mofe! You'll slaft witii 6 FREE CDs or 
cassettes no*, ini picK resi laler trom over 12.000 titKs. Yoo'll |ft i lotol si 12 lor th8 pries 
•t 1— <otf ao mart commitrntitls. mr/ 

• n When you teceive your FREE setections. prevww mem and 
e>a - ' :ii.DmemtMrshipforlOdays It you'ro not compleuty satistiM lot any fea- 
sor iieiedions at our expense There^ no further oMlQation. 

As a new memCier about every three weeks (20 times a year) youll 
get a ne* ^ssue al your FREE Club maja^ine There you'll jel to choose from thousands ol 
selections— fvcrytfitng from classic hits to the hottest superstars— along with music rwws and 
recommendations from our editors 

Ihe Chuice Is Always Yours In your exclusive Club magazine, youll always lind a Featured 
Selection fitft tor you. It you want it don't do a thing, you'll receive it automatictily 11 you don't 
warn It. return the Music Selectnn Card by the dale specified Yoh'II ohnys hatf II tti% lo 
HcUt ir you have less lime and receive an unwanted Foalured Selection, return it at our expense 
and we will credit your account. You may cancel your memberehp at any time, once you've pur- 
chased your one regular-Clu1}-pnc« salection (CDs: $14.96 to S16.98: casseltes: S9 98 to Si 1 .98) 
Save Now Sive Later Start saving with our outstanding introductory offer keep saving the 
bonger you re a nwnbor with A8n«b ip to 70%, clearance CDs as low as S2.99. and the 
chance to get tven more FREE setectiofts. Al BUG yoti'il always get the best value. 
Reply Card Mining? Plnse write to. BMG Music Service. 
PO Box 91001. Ind&nipolls. IN 46291-0003 
t Parental Atfwsory— Contains explicit lyncs and/or artwork. 

* 2-CD sel (counts ss 2 s^octtons). 
t Not availahte on cassette. 

Dog M Hfuri tit IrMHntrU ol O niH flecStc Conwsny USA 
rn« eUG >D90 1 ) trtUrurt (ri 8UG MuM 8550 E SOCf SUM 
indtMPCll i<l4SZi9-)<»4CigMeU0 0lr*cl 
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Choose Your HITS! Send No Money Now. 



YESI I'd like to join BMG. Please send my 6 FREE selections now. I wAI then buy 1 selection at iba reguiot Oub price ond choose 5 more 
setedtons FREE That's 1 2 for the prkc of I , wHh MtMag aore to buy; mri Shipping and hondting will be odded to each selection. 
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Puble Armounctrrwnt: AN Worti. Ho Pliy 

^Audto OyTwnne: QfMtest Hto-Planet BM (Cckxnba) SIS 
CorroMon Of Conformity WlMbkXKl iColu'ibiai 3213B 
Th« FrMwhMlln' Bob DyUn 0>^rroui: 22146 
Prtmttiv* RkUo Godt: noc*0t (i. i.rnl>.:i; ■ 221S8 

SanUna .Colu'ribiai 22159 
Aiice Cooper: Clssskki :EpC' ~ asis? 

Prong: Rud« Awakentng lEpci 
Social 
Olitortbon 
So(T>«wtwre 

Heaven and 
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for the price of 

nothing more 
to buy, ever! 

also available 
^on cassette 

MmtfDetpiiimon. 

(ColvnM) 21S13 

Save Ferns: (1 Means Evtrymii^g r , 22005 

The Best 01 Suicidal Teodenciea Prime Cutt lEp-ii • 22006 

HarryConnidi. Jf.:ToS»eVou iC oiuffltm) " 22055 

Mltet Davis: MItestones ir.r.iun.bui) 22057 

Nncnna Fre«(on: Listen £ 22059 

Al 01 Meola: Casino _ f 22086 

Btnny Goodnw): Gre;i- _ 220W 

The CrrstalUe1t>od: Veg^^ ~ 22106 
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The SpMlala; GuUty TB Provwl Innocwil iMCAi Z 22938 ^ 
Blue Oyster Cull: Heaven Forftid CMC \-.&n,3\K>nai, 22530 
Mono: Formica Blues Ueir . 22533 
'N SYMC .' mm Ym <■ 22535 
Syili-E, Fyrw: Raw Syfli W A; • 22537 

AIITheSMSOTtOt George v< >> ::. < . hjIi _ 22541 

AimM fUau: In Concart Musk ot Suau&s tamily. Mozan. 
^IM I >^ Scfubert (F>hihpt) 
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Greatest 
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Bijich- 

Tribuie to 
Black Sabbath 

Zombie 



22214 

Planel Eai 

Rod Stewart. P4ever A DuH Moment (Uercury) 
Motorftead- Snake Biie Love i. 
God^Uves Undenwaler: Spec* 

KillaA Prlesl: Heavy Mental 
Izzy Stradlln: 117' iC>etltmi 
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The Best Ot Ant Bank* , r^f) i 22422 

Davlna: Best Of Both Worlds . a,-.;,rjbi 22431 
KeHh Washington- KW if-'v ■" -■.■■f .MC^ 22434 
Iron Maiden: Vinual XI \CUCi 22525 
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Squaeia: Singtes 45's A Un<tar ^UM)_ 
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Sp^ Gyra: Road Schotars (GRP) 



(GRP) 2M«2 



Guns N Rosm: Use Your Illusion I iGeWan) 
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Jimmy Buttett: Sonas You Know By H 
Greatest Hft(s( iW: * 



35061 
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* 35469 



.■Pjvai 



Corey Glover: Hymtit |LaFaca| 



The Cure: Startng At The SeaT^inding On A BmoI^~ 
The Singles iFtcfu-cEiekvai 



Tori Amos: Little Earlhquakee tABaffflC) 



The Hunger: CinemslK Superthug (Unn m l) 
Coa J Chamber 'Rji^-rnefi 
Front Line AMemUy: Reclamation iRoadnjnrw) 



Palsy ClineTl2 Greatest Htts iMCAj 

Never Mind T^ Bollocks Hera t The Sti l*tatota 
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Beet 0<ThaVeh>et Urtderground 

(W^) S230S 



T h»Su(W mea.T he _ ^ 
Wlondw, more (Mo(owri[ 



WadeHeyee: When The Wrong 
Or«e Loves You RtgM 

iCc-Ajriii^; 23011 
btiWCNcfes:WldaaMn 
" M There's ttxjr TrouUt, 

(Sony) 23019 



van eiorneort, woonoBnce 

iWsfwr B-'os I _ USaS 

Grand Funk RallroMt: 
Capttol CoMeclors Sartee 
iCapilol^ 732M 



Oumn Durtn: OecacW 
GrMtest Hitt . C^toll 73573 
_The Johrt Lennon Colleetibi^^ 

' Beyond ^SrtverT 



ThtlMwi (ra up To tCKi. 

more-jArtai^ 23040 

Pun Pink Kool & The Oara. 
Rick Jvnes. IsMC Hayes. Curts 
MeyneU, nnre (Mer^) 23072 
Hovel (frown Revue: Mugzy's 
Move ( W^ifner H'os I 23177 



;s 1962- t"S 



•01 S2 



0411 
82473 



Qerti Brooks: Sevtna Two Pn <J 
CaaftMto rnora (Capaol) 2J47B 
IP: War f Island) 24619 
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OaeeUa Boys: M CommunicaDori 

(CwtoO ' 24717 

R.EJ1: but CXTIrTM 
(Warnef i 
Gin Blossoms: New 

Eiperler»ce (A4Mi 24804 

John Me<1«r>c«mp: the Beat 
That I Could Do T97$-1908 
' Uf"cu<y : 25000 
Allman Brottwrv 
Bend: Brothers 
A Staters 

'^Jg^'^^^ OnHeful Deed: Shakedown 



Teers For fears Te -i 

[ ff IT fA"^ I 

2ZT09: Greatest H^t^ . . 
Beaatia Boys Cr>ech Voui Mead 
Tallung Heads; Popular favorites 197C-19U— $«td In The 

The Z Tone CoJIecttofv— A Checkered P; 



Les Miserables/Broa<hvaY Cast flecor;^ r. 
the Cars Anthology Just What I r4eede<! 
BiMy Joel: Greatest HUs, Vols I A II . 
Frank Zappa Joe's (Ura^a Acts I. II A III 
Ne^l Young: Decade F^-^' 
Slevie Wonder Original Musiqiiinum - 

Johnny Winter: A Rock N Roll Colleciion 

Bonnie flartt: Road Tested :^i. 

Oscar Peterson The Song I* You— The Best OfThtWirve 
SongDooks ^Vvr.< < C* 12M4 

ZPa c: All Eye? On M e 
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UeaA BeM UanHeelo: Subllnunal Sandwich 

(Nothin^lntervxpe ) 



»• 13011 
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Th«Who Who AreYpu (MCA) 
KIm: Do uWe Ptadnum (Mertury) " 



^ Bkmdie: Parallel Lkrn (Chrysaks) 
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(Rykodec)^___ 

the Cm (Elaktrai 
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Chaka Kh an: Chrtte (Warner Bros ) 217S3 
Journey: inllnity (Coluniba) 22100 
the Claah (EpO 22010 



Warran Zevon: Eicttable Boy tEleWral 02311 



Hall Young: Cornea A Time ( Rapri>e| 
UMri Loal: Bat Ovi Of Hal (Epc) 



009& 2 

10075 



The Potter. OuOandoe 0" Amour 

(AAM^ 241 $» 

The'Steve HINer ~ 
Band: Grvaleet 
HHi 1074-197S 
iCapflol)^ 331 W 
QnM^SdtiiL 
<Potydor) 3512S 
Dire 

(Warner Bros) 

73m 

nod Stewart: 
Blondes Hne 
More Fun 



Bruce Springsteen : DartaiMs On The 

01 Town iCoIijn**ii 
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Foreigner, Dout)*e Vision j Atlantic I 11322 

WIMte Helson: Stardust C!>JxnUa 11408 

TTie Blues Brothers: Brwtciue Full Ot Blues 
(AlUntici 116S1 

SabMday Ntghl Fever/SdtriL 

(PWyboi'AaiJi 1t «7 

e 1274S 
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mu... 

Indus trial F' 'kin ' 
Strength 2: Unleash the 
Brutality 

IHBEl... 

Industrial 
Strength/TMC 
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ley'd probably consider me a wimp, but the rave kids I identify with most are 
the outcast-in-electronica-circles gabba hordes of Holland (birthplace of the 
"happy gabba" on last year's deliriously cute Make 'Em Mokum Crazy compila- 
tion), Brooklyn (home of Industrial Strength Records), and many points 
between. Too attention-deficit-disordered to opt for drum'n'bass trigonometry 
or trip-hop torpor, I'm impressed that there's a subculture of hooligans addicted 
to the Oil-sprinted, BPM-blasting and wickedly witty gabba-gabba-hey jabber 
exemplified on Unleash the Brutality. 
This music is to Goldie and Tricky what Alice Cooper was to Yes and Pink 



White men can't funk?: 
the basketball logo 
of London's Bolshi label. 




sped-up breakbeats, scratchadelic 
frenzies, bulbous bass, and daft 
samples to delirious effect. 

Beachcomas are even more into 
mix-and-mismatch. The partnership 
of programmer Matt Austin and sam- 
ple-finder/"chaotic influence" Tony 
Freeman, Beachcomas first scored on 
the Big Beat scene with their Bolshi 
debut "It's Eggyplectic, " a glorious 
squelch-funk surge of jazzy keyboard 
licks, burbling clavinets, and fierce 
acid stabs. But the duo really started 
to live up to their scavenger name — 
inspired by the surreal sight of a bed 
washed up on the mudbanks of the 
Thames River — with "Donuts," an 
off-kilter delight that became the title 
track of the first Bolshi compilation. 
Its unlikely constituents include 
quaint English voices, taped from a 
TV gardening program, talkmg about 
"peaches, split and juicy, " "straw- 
berries," and "nuts and medleys ' ; 
the panting of their pet dog, who 
refused to bark as desired : and a 
clipped guitar riff stolen from the B 
side of the Mekons' first single. 
"Never Been in a Riot." 

This influence from an earher 
phase of indie-dance crossover — the 
punk-funk of Delta 5 and Gang of 
Four — carries through to the Pop 
Group sample on Beachcomas' latest 
EP for Bolshi, The Big Tuddy 
Sessions. Generally, Beachcomas 
avoid the old skool hip-hop samples 
that dominate Big Beat, rejecting 



them as obvious, nostalgic, and above 
all, inauthentic. "Matt and I are from 
Croydon and York, not New YorkI" 
says Freeman. All this means that 
Beachcomas' music is ultimately too 
eccentric (literally out-of-the-groove) 
for the Big Beat scene's strictures. 
The duo's second Bolshi EP, Planet 
Thanet — an audio souvenir of a day 
trip to (and night tripping at) the sea- 
side — failed to build on the success of 
"Eggyplectic." With its Diana Ross 
loop, "messy beats," and rooster 
noises generated by rubbmg Styro- 
foam together, the EP's killer cut, 
"Waiting for the Beach," was just too 
offbeat for DJs to work into their sets. 

Beachcomas' compulsion to avoid 
being "run of the mix" means that 
they're the Bolshi band most capable 
of creating home-hstenmg, album- 
length Big Beat So far. though, it's 
the label's more straight-ahead 
acts — LHB and Laidback — that are 
being developed alongside Rasmus 
as album artists Check Laidback's 
enjoyable if hardly groundbreaking 
fnteraationai for a taste of Bolshi's 
drift toward more musicianly and 
less sampladelic terrain. Well- 
produced, live-sounding, "warm and 
organic." it's one possible interpreta- 
tion of the term "intelligent Big 
Beat. " Rasmus and Beachcomas offer 
another: anarcho-surrealist intellect 
in the service of music whose real 
raison d'etre is " let's get a little stu- 
pid and pump that bass. " B 
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THE NEW ALBUM FEATURING 
"THE OOOO LIFE" 
"THI OOOO LIFI" pr«rfuc«rf, anglNvvrail and inlx*d by D»n S 
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V Album, 
"THE CONTENDER" 
What goes around, 
comes around... 
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POSSUM DIXON 



New Sheets 



LMEL... 

Interscope 



With liberal doses of studio Clearasil 
applied by producer Ric Ocasek, Possum 
Dixon's rough and edgy blemishes have 
cleared right up. Although the result is shiny 
and clean, it seems to have washed away 
the band's most distinguishing characteris- 
tics. Dramatic, creep-show arrangements, 
augmented by the snap-at-any-moment ten- 
sion of vocalist Rob Zabrecky's word pic- 
tures, have been replaced by the antiseptic 
angst characteristic of Ocasek's old band, 
the Cars. Sinister riffs are rare, as New 



Sheets is instead packed with the let x = x 
glossy gallop of detached perfection. It 
sounds good, but it doesn't sound like Pos- 
sum Dixon. Sometimes, though, Zabrecky 
fights back. His high-wire act on the title 
track will keep you on seat's edge, and 
"Only in the Summertime" is a compelling 
tug-of-war of frigid Cars-ian synth juxta- 
posed with Zabrecky's dark visions. Still, it's 
a bit too chilly under these sheets when 
there's no soul to inhabit them. 

ERIK HIMMELSBACH 



PULLM>1N 



Trni... lukl... 
rums tyles & Junkplles TtirtllJoclcey 



Best known as low-end theorists In the 
rhythm machine Tortoise, bassist Doug 
McCombs and beat-mixer Bundy Brown 
also have a few rustic roots in their musical 
family tree: McCombs is a longtime member 
of prairie- rockers Eleventh Dream Day, 
while Brown lifted a Duane Allman riff on his 
first post-Tortoise project, Directions in 
Music. Pullman find the former bandmates 
joining Rex's Curtis Harvey and Gome's 
Chris Brokaw for a hop-along journey on an 
acoustic insfrumental folk train. The quar- 



tet's plaintive plucking echoes the pastoral 
finger-picking of John Fahey and Leo Kottice, 
but Pullman's pensively paced compositions 
allow each note to glisten in tranquil isola- 
tion. The odd ethnic waltz such as "Lyasnya" 
aside, Tumstyies sticks to one mode and 
mood. But the recording's crystal-clear 
immediacy, evocative late-night front-porch 
presence, and shimmering steel-string sen- 
timentalism more than compensate for any 
lack of variety. (Thrill Jockey, PO Box 
476794, Chicago, IL 60647) tim ross 



GR>1I^ITy KILLS 



TITlt... 

Perversion 



LHBCL.. 

TUT 



Gravity Kills confessed all on their 1996 
pseudo-hit, "Guilty," a first-degree Nine Inch 
Nails Hpoff chock-full of aolf-incriminating 
non sequiturs such as "Who are you? / But 
I like it." The only thing that's perverse about 
Perversion is the band's pigheaded obses- 
sion with recreating NIN's "Head Like a 
Hole." Gravity Kills songs have no subjects 



because pronouns don't matter to singer 
Jeff Scheel; the charges against "Vou" in 
the first verse always come back as revela- 
tions about "me" in the second. Lust, disgust, 
and ennui sound Itko the same numb sensa- 
tion in Gravity Kills' music. Which might 
explain why 'darkness" has seldom sounded 
so gray, joshua westlund 
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When her voice is at its prettiest, Lisa Ger- 
mane can come off as an indie Enya. In "No 
Color Here," she whisper-sings, "All my 
mistakes woven in a rug / Black, blue, and 
dusty," then asks, "Is there a beauty there?" 
Maybe a more crucial question to ask of this 
lullaby-laden record is if there's too much 
beauty. Rockers might want less humming 
and more strumming, but this sort of melan- 
cholia has its place— indoors. The whole 
record has a muffled, under-the-covers 
vibe— something to do with the claustropho- 
bic effect of her keyboards, especially the 
harmonium's oxygen-depleted sound. All 
this gives Slide a cozy charm, especially 



when she's talking up domestic pleasures 
like "Wood Floors"; Germane seems to 
have a shut-in's dependence on home, 
sweet home. Slide's most emblematic song, 
"Way Below the Radio," paints a picture of a 
fan's private woHd, holed up in her room 
with the radio on, cuddling her "^comfortable 
transistor." It's a beautiful song, but it doesn't 
live up to its own story since it's not fun 
enough to work as radio rock. I only turn on 
my transistor on those dark and lonesome 
nights when the power's out, and just then 
I'd probably flip the dial past dark and lone- 
some Lisa Germane. I need a beat to ride 
out the storms, sarahvowell 
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Royd. Cuts such as Delta Nine's "Ousted" are totally unmitigated random oscillator 
roar to annoy your parents with, the sound of an unbalanced washing machine shak- 
ing itself to pieces at the end of its spin cycle. But instead of staying pissed-off , most 
of the selections turn graceful or giddy midway through. In the tradition of Prodigy 
and Rammstein, such acts as Deadly Drive employ a semi-symphonic undertow and 
nimble snatches of Eurodisco beauty to make their meaty non-instrumentals delec- 
table and songlike. They mix in repeated-beyond call-of-common-sense half- 
decipherable slogans ("the number-one enemy of progress is questions") or realisti- 
cally hardboiled movie/street conversations, juxtapose and slow and fuzz them into 
layers, then jarringly emphasize the most emotionally harangued dialogue available. 

Tlie funniest tracks are the most over-the-top obscene— redneck-pig porn over Dat- 
ing Game-theme shmaltz (the Shaftman's "Shaftman"), tough-ass bank robbers 
cracking heads, then counting down "bne, two— fuck you!" (DJ Naroticvs. U.V.C.'s 
"Step Into the Pit"], fanatical sermons about how using love as a weapon will get you 
assassinated (DJ Freak's "I Will Fight'). Beats beneath go banglbanglbanglbangi, 
hammering so ridiculously fast they approximate one of those solid-white-noise sound- 
proofing machines used to insure privacy in psychiatric offices. I bet gabba brats 
dance insane to it like they're pushing too hard back at you, and I bet they have a blast. 
(Industrial Strength, 18 W. 27th St, 6th Floor Front, New York, NY 10001 ) chuck edoy 
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Two ska bands, from opposite coasts. One exudes sweaty good health, the other a 
tweaked buzz that fizzes and crumbles equally often. For one, the party's over; the 
other's just starting. So why is the dead guy still so much more vital? 

Legendary for annihilating everything in the vicinity. Sublime's shows gave full 
reign to Brad Nowell's most destructive instincts. Anarchy was as much artistic prin- 
ciple as personal impulse; live, Nowell's incorrigible urge to screw things up took 
the band's music and fans to the brink of chaos. Unfortunately, because more than 
two thirds of Stand By Your Van dates from 1 994, we can't hear the band trash the 
more manicured arrangements from 1996's Sublime. (The sole exception is 
"Caress Me Down," where Nowell forgets the lyrics, then does the first verse three 
times.) And the live CD's second half falters, a victim of murky sound and less dis- 
tinct tunes. Still, as necrophiliac exploitation goes, Sublime Live isn't half bad: 
Nowell's unruly genius stumbles through. He leads a cheer for Lou-Dog; scats, 
raps, even sings; tosses in hardcore and Toots and the Maytals before "Date Rape." 
The fragile dignity that sustained him never collapses— it's as wrong to see doom in 
his junkie talk as to take his boasts seriously. Nowell generally had no idea where 
he'd be in five minutes; what makes us any wiser? 

Dicky Barrett's croak, on the other hand, conjures '40s slang: pep, vim, that sort 
of thing. His band, swinging hard and rocking harder, keeps the Boston crowd in its 
palm. The result: not as exciting as that sounds. Everything goes hard/fast to swing- 
ing/fast then back, and there's your album. Dicky can't really sing, which isn't a limi- 
tation, but it offers little respite from the onslaught When he does croon, you want 
him to speed up again. Live From the Middle East is unremittingly fun-fun-fun. It's 
probably perfect for your next workout or frat party— but simply listening to some- 
body else having a good time all the time is hard work, jesse berrett 
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the new album from 



Dishwalla 



featuring the first single 'Once In A While' 

The follow up to DIshwalla's gold-selling debjt album PET YOUR FRIENDS 
and the smash single 'Counting Blue Cars' 




On sale at 



vww.disttwaka.com or www.fmrecords.cam 
Itaril at l-eC0-5Se-76l5 (codeSOTS^) 
Produced t>y Marc Waterman and Olshwalla 

> 199a AAM Rocords. Inc. a PoiyGram company. AH rights reseor* 



MUSIC FROM THE MOTION PICTURE 

FIRST LOVE, LAST RITES 

an album of achingly eerie new songs from 

shudder 

toTHINK 



Featuring guest vocalists Jeff Buckley, Liz Phair, Robin Zander.J 
John Doe, Nina Persson, Matt Johnson and quite a few more, ] 




Available at 
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Retro flctiue 

From Can's cinematic, panglobal groouescapes to Rsh 
Ra Tempel's excursions into ttie psychedelic ether, 
Krautrock has aliitay s been a trip, by Richard Gehr 
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HolgerCzukay 
On the Way to the 
Peak of Normal 
fSpoon/Mutel 



Even before Kiaftwerk's great mid- 
'70s cars, trains, and airwaves trilogy, 
Kiautroclt was laigely about getting 
away— not least from Germany itself. 
Can, for instance, fused cut-and-paste 
wanderlust with a transgeneric rhythmic 
paganism guaranteed to transport 
musicians and listeners alike out of theii 
skulls and back into their dancing butts. 
More ethereal than Can, Ash Ra Tempel 
sought Utopia through psychedelic 
guitarist Manuel Gottsching's long and 
winding solos. 

Can conceptualist/multi-insrumen- 
talist Holger Czukay pioneered what 
I call "shortwave rock," a subgenre in 
which the exotic sound of the other dis- 
rupts implacable beats. Czukay studied 
with avant-garde composer Karlheinz 
Stockhausen, whose 1966 reiemusiJc 
combined electronic music and interna- 
tional shortwave radio transmissions into 
the eeriest Martian mix tape you'll ever 
hear. Shortly after joining Can. Czukay 
attempted to emulate Stockhausen wnth 
Canaxis (1968). a dry sandwrtch of choral 
loops and Asian samples. A decade later, 
Czukay armoimced his departure from 
Can with 1979's Movies, a gloriously 0d- 
dy traipse through ethnodelic sound- 
scapes and a much more succulent 
Fourth World montage than Canaxis. 

Two years in the making, Movies 
develops the slicker, funkier side of the 
multiflavored Can. If film is the locus of 
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imaginary worlds, as Czukay believed, 
Movies is a virtual Imax experience. It 
kicks off with a refreshing blast of hot 
summer ftmk ( " Cool in the Pool " ) before 
venturing into woozy sampled Arabia 
("Persian Love") and extended cinematic 
reveries ("Hollywood Symphony"), all 
intercut with bits and pieces of foimd dia- 
logue and sound effects. Czukay's 
cutting-room flair for imlikely juxtaposi- 
tions is almost as evident on the 1981 
follow-up, On the Way to the Peak of Nor- 
mal, whose slippery opiated grooves float 
on Pink Floyd carrier waves and a Zappa- 
esque sense of the cosmic absurd. The 
key tracks here are "Ode to Perfume" 
and "Fragrance," which Baudelaire fans 
will recognize as the poet's royal road to 
ecstatic elsewhereness. 

After Can, keyboardist Iimin 
Schmidt— another former Stockhausen 
student — drifted toward (relatively) tra- 
ditional song structures. On 1987's 
MusJr at Dusir and 1991 's Impossible 
Holidays (a double bill reissued on a 
single Spoon/Mute disc), Schtnidt leads 
a musical tour through swoony vacation 
scenarios exuding the dreamlike allure 
and romantic artifice of movie sets. 
Schmidt is Uterally all over the place on 
these records. The rhythm section lays 
down fat, funky Caribbean beats under- 
neath Paris accordions, breathy chanson 
lyrics brimful wnth mock melodrama 
( "The women have no pity / The men 
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Kraut to lunch: funkadelic mantra machine Can before 
they split to pursue solo vision-quests: from left, Michael 
Karoll, Irmin Schmidt, Jaki Uebezeit. Holger Czukay: 
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are sometimes shitty"), and more emiui 
than even Roxy Music. 

Drummer Jackie Liebezeit and gui- 
tarist Michael Karoli were Can s real 
groove shamans. Karoli's 1984 solo 
album. Deluge — now reissued in 
unabridged form — is a sweetly flowing 
tube ride of a record buoyed along by 
Polly Eltes's repetitive sing-song chants. 
It's a reggae album, really, a dubbed- 
up tribal trip through hippie truisms 
( "sooner or later something wrill come 
along" ). Sadly, only the first three tracks 
feature Liebezeit's amazing man-machine 
drumming: It's as though Eltes's 
patchouli-scented meditations had forced 
him to bail out prematurely and thus miss 
the cleansing rainstorm — "Deluge (the 
River)" — that washes it all away. 

If Kiautrock is defined largely by 



droning, rhyttunic minimalism. Ash Ra 
Tempel could be the rule-proving excep- 
tion. Manuel Gottsching finds his bliss in 
seemingly endless jams edited dovm to 
album-side portions. The ecstatically 
spacey "Freak 'n' Roll." which kicks off 
the Purple Pyramid reissue of 1973's Join 
Inn. contains nearly 20 minutes of top- 
shelf improvisation. Sounding uncannily 
similar to Anthem of the Sun-era Jerry 
Garcia, Gottsching is kicked further into 
the stratosphere by prog/psych-key- 
boardist Klaus Schulze's squealing oscil- 
lations. The following year's Starring 
Rosi (on the same disc) highUghts vocal- 
ist Rosi Mueller, whose gypsy-queen-in- 
rainbow-land lyrics can unfortunately 
drag even Gdttsching's most other- 
worldly flights back down to German 
soil. And who wants to go there? H 
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BUY "SKALIENTE" AT: 



1)212-69-69-379 
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Warning: This recording 
contains 4) 54 words, of which 
50 are considered naughty. 
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Featuring the single "Gay / Not Gay" 

www.shlmmydisc.com 

Look for the Complete Bonqwater 6ox Set - Available October 20 
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Big Beat theory No. 1 : A coterie of shrewd U.K. music-industry types conceive of a 
sound tailored to the predilections of camouflage pants-wearing, snowboarding, 
white middle-class students. Post-rave and post-Britpop, "the kids" want to hear 
Vne cocky, testosterone-fueled largesse of Oasis translated for the dance floor 
something like trip-hop on steroids. 

While they epitomize Big Beat, the Chemical Brothers remain larger than their 
stunted child. Their new mix-CD Brothers Gonna Work It Out foregrounds what 
you expect— the velocity rush of monolithic breakbeats, acid frequencies, and 
synth screeches. But the album also deviates from Big Beat's well-hammered 
agenda, panning out into austere house and moments of pure light Like the sus- 
pended seconds of a beatless rave break in which a lost voice, frosted by the 
sound of dry ice, mantras 'give me some love." And like the end-sequence where 
the Chems' reverbed revamp of the Manic Street Preachers' "Everything Must 
Go' drops into a decelerated remix of Spiritualized's narcoleptic *l Think I'm In 
Love." When Jason Pierce breathes 'I think I can fly / I'm probably just falling," the 
chimes are elongated so that they arc into space and float. Which makes Brothers 
Gonna a journey from Big Beat's drum-crashing core right out to the fringes of 
dreamy progressive ambience. 

Big Beat theory No. 2 comes in here: While the style dovetails nicely with indie 
rock's woridview, it sits strangely with the crippling canon of 'good taste' that's 
emerged in British dance culture. Beard-stroking house-and-techno purists 
despise Big Beat for bypassing their agenda of subtle analog warmth In favor of 
populist dance floor-firing dynamics— commercial house's snare rolls and harsh, 
abrasive Euro-synth effects. It's these 'transgressions" that lend Big Beat an excit- 
ing, cartoon irreverence. But cartoons can become formula: On City of Angels' 
White Noise Vol. 2 collection, for instance, Freestylers featuring Tenor Fly's 'B-Boy 
Stance' stockpiles a mass of bad-boy cliches-gunshots, 'original gangsta' 
shouts-to weary effect. 

Big Beat theory No. 3: Mythical rude bwoys aside, Big Beat is a whiteout K fails 
entirely to engage with contemporary black music. Don't expect speed garage or 
swingbeat tracks in the Chemical Brothers' mix or sampled by the artists on White 
Noise. The better White Noise tracks, such as Tipper's "Twister" and Environmen- 
tal Science's "The Day the Zak Stood Still, Pt. 2," have learned a few tricks from 
jungle. Prime movers in London's emergent nu-skool breaks scene (basically Big 
Beat's somber, experimental older brother). Tipper's vibrato hollows of sub-bass 
sound like a midtempo take on 1998's dark, scientific strain of drum'n'bass. Envi- 
ronmental Science combine jungle's jittery breaks with staccato horn stabs and a 
shrieking, pterodactyl-on-the-attack riff that harks back to eariy hardcore rave. 

Generally, though, the aptly titled White Noise shows how Big Beat treats black 
music as a museum piece. It's safe to process late-'80s Schoolly D and eariy 
dancehall, but not the lick of a late-'90s ruffneck staring you in the face. Blackstreet 
are just too black and too street for comfort And this is Big Beat's loss. "Danger- 
ous" from one angle (it gives techno trainspotters palpitations), sure. But from any 
other perspective, it's safe, white, middle class, and male, bcihancou 
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No blinding cream-puff video and pressed designer label can save you now. Like 
New York's Canibus, Solef ather Rasco's only angle is straight for the head. The 
Bay Area rapper simply brains the listener with his delivery, giving MCs headaches 
by the pound without trying to Ije complex. With independent hip-hop, anybody 
can come out, but few can come correct Rasco has the correctional faculties. 

His war din was 1997's anthem "The Unassisted"— released on Stones Throw, 
the label started by tumtablist/producer Peanut Butter Wolf of Return of the 
DJ/Deep Concentration fame. On his debut full-length Time Waits for No Man, 
Rasco dismembers the ranks of the stank with deft production handiwork courtesy 
of other rising stars of the West Coast underground. On "Me 4 My Crew," 
Kut Masta Kurt punctuates Rasco's brusque flow vnth sample blasts and a Sanlord 
and Son-type sax, while on "Take It Back Home," Kurt's horn chops pay homage 
to Chill Rob G's 1990 classic "Wild Pitch." "Major League" features the produc- 
tion/rhyming dexterity of Dilated Peoples' Evidence. 

Throughout Time Waits, turntable incisions provide blistering reminders that 
choruses can empower hip-hop music rather than suck up to wack mass trends. The 
album leaps geographic bounds by appealing to hip-hop's universal battle call: basic 
tieats and rhymes. Rasco's gimmick is "gimme the fucking mid" Give him your time. 
(Stones Throw, 3555 El Camino Real, #320, San Mateo, CA 94403) oave tompkins 



In the early '80s, electro was dismissed by many R&B fans for being mechanistic 
and heartless. "Oh, the inhumanity, the inhumanity,' wailed the average soul con- 
noisseur, recoiling from the drum machine rigor and frigid synth-bleeps of tracks 
such as Man Parrish's "Hip Hop Be Bop." What these Luddites didn't grasp was 
the cold fascination of sounds seemingly untouched by the hand of man. Now a 
new generation of post-techno artists are rediscovering electro's icy thrills. 

In the wake of electro-influenced Detroit outfits Drexciya and Aux 88, Ann Arljor, 
Michigan's Interdimenslonal Transmissions label has put together From Beyond, a 
document of the emergent global network of cyborg-funk. On "Starchild," Vienna's 
Sluts and Strings snatch a burst of Vocoderized chorale from Whodini's old-skool 
classic 'Magic's Wand' and fold this vocal fragment Into a stop/start syncopation 
that push/pulls you through an inextricably labyrinthine groove. Miami's Phoenicia 
takes the art of rhythm programming to insanely convoluted lengths on "Roba," an 
audio-maze of trapdoor grooves and pretzel logic. Best of all is Dutch producer 
l-f's insanely catchy "Space Invaders Are Smoking Grass," which makes your head 
swim with its glutinously extruded bass-pulse, absurdly wistful three-note refrain, 
and robo-trippin' chorus wavering on the brink of indecipherability. A fossil from the 
future, "Space Invaders" is the standout track on a brilliant compilation. (Interdi- 
menslonal Transmissions, PO Box 8298, Ann Arbor, Ml 48107) kodwo eshun 
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What you're missing The Bragg/Wilco/Woody 
Guthrie combination feels nostalgic and contem- 
porary at once, like a snatch of Americana 
recalled years after you thought it'd passed from 
memory. 

Conclusion What can Guthrie say to Seinfeld's 
America? More than you'd expect 



lUhat you're missing S.F. band whose sound 
lies somewhere between the Matadorian 
arch-intelligentsia and the miniaturists of the 
Elephant 6 collective. 

Conclusion Perhaps DreamWorks will capture 
the band's semi-live charm next record; for now, 
/ Become Small and Go is the year's prettiest puzzle. 
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Ultiat you're missing Self -produced by the 
most glamorous and hitherto least assertive 
Fugee, Miseducation pounds, bounds, clowns, 
and resounds. 

Conclusion This album is as emblematically 
cool as Tarantino was in '94, Beck in '96, Corner- 
shop in '97. 
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Ulhat you're missing Relentlessly grim 
assessments of love, work, friendship, love, the 
future, intellect, and did we mention love? 

Conclusion Coming from most bands, this 
would just be pretentious whining, but Quasi's 
sound elevates it to the level of black humor. 



Ulhat you*re missing The catch in singer Tim 

Armstrong's voice, which, at its best, snaps you 
back to memories of eyes-locked, talk-all-night 
communication. 

Conclusion Success seems to agree with 
Rancid's songwriting. Their world, like their sourxl, 
has gotten bigger. 



What you're missing Smith's emergence 
from the underground— where he recorded three 
lovely, homemade indie-label solo albums— into 
universal, powerful work. 

Conclusion This is his happiest-sounding 
record to date, and his saddest, too. 



Ulhat you're missing Wainwright's originality 
is bound up in a sense of tradition far removed 
from rock; try musical comedy. French chanson, 
or maybe Al Jolson. 

Conclusion Where's the lounge movement now 
that we have somebody who knows how to take its 
values seriously? 

Ulhat you're missing Wmk puts a few quar- 
ters in the jukebox, which dispenses jazzy 
drum'n'bass, mutant hip-hop. rocktronica, electro- 
soul, and acid buggery. 

Conclusion Wink's Utopian, pan-tribal chutzpah 
is admirable; if he hasn't yet hit on the stylistic 
fusion of his dreams, give him props for dreaming. 
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Put Norelco To The Test 
And Put $21,000 In Your Pocket. 




Change the way you shave and you could 
really clean up. Buy a Norelco Advantage 
or Reflex Action' Razor and try it for 21 
days - for a smooth, close shave without the 
nicks and cuts of a blade. Then write and tell 
us what you think. Your entry could earn you 
$21,000, or you could be one of 2,100 guys 
to win $100. Call toll free 1-877-NORELCO. 

We'll send you a brochure with complete $ 
Offirial Rules and more details about the * 
contest-plus information that will challenge^ 
the way you think about shaving -and the 
way you look at Norelco. 9 



Call toll free: 

1-877-NORELCO 

(1-877-667-3526) 
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''This is one of the most assured, 
poised, hilarious, out-there... enjoyable 
debut albums in living memory." 
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Courtney Love's customized 'Califor- 
nia' T-shirt, $10, at Hollywood Blvd., Los 
Angeles. Ttie Hunger World muslin 
skirl, by special order, at Linda Dresner, 
New York City, or call (212) 265-4630. 
Melissa Auf der Maur's Rick Owen jer- 
sey top, $160, at Maxfield, Los Angeles; 
Henri Bendel, New York City. Slormie 's 
beaded armcuff, $615, at Jennifer Kauf- 
man, Los Angeles. Eric Eriandson's 
undershirt, $39, ^viec* shirt, $39, both 
by Fever by John Cherpas, at Ron Her- 
man Fred Segal, Los Angeles; Antique 
Boutique, New York City. 



pg.11t 




coNnim 

P>IGE 22 Dickies coveralls, $29, call 
(800) DICKIES for retailers near you. 
Maegde U. Knechte "Geistige SanitSt ' 
top. $110, at Hotel of the Rising Star, 
New York City; Ron Herman Fred Segal. 
Los Angeles. 

'nKnXER QUEEN BEES" 

PAQt 72 Finesse's Jules snakeskin 
jacket, $500, and pants, $400, at Jules, 
Los Angeles. N-Tyce's Meoshe Sports 
shirt, $95, at Set It On, Dallas. J-Boo's 
Jules suede jacket, $520, and miniskirt, 
$200, at Jules, Los Angeles. Champ 
MC's Pure Playaz denim jeans, $60. at 
Baseline Sportswear, Los Angeles. 

"THE LOVE ISSW 

PAGE 91 "California ' T-shirt, $10, at Holly- 
wood Blvd., Los Angeles. 
PASl 92 Se(sey Johnson gold net 
armlet, $250, at Betsey Johnson, 
New York City. 

PA61 94 Helmut Lang hooded cotton 
long-sleeve shirt, $105, at Helmut Lang, 
New York City; Rolo, San Francisco. 
PA61 95 vintage bikini top, $14, at 
Wasteland, Los Angeles. 



P>IGE 96 Courtney Love's Seraph by 
Sherald Lamden tulle bust vest, $140, 
at Louis Boston, Boston. Vintage Levi's 
skirt, $28, at Wasteland, Los Angeles. 
Stormie 's classic wristcuffs, $585, at 
Jennifer Kaufman, Beverly Center. Los 
Angeles. Melissa Auf der Maur's Rick 
Owen jersey top, $160, at Henri Bendel, 
New York City. Earl Jeans leather pants, 
$470, at Naked, Los Angeles; Ron Her- 
man Fred Segal, Los Angeles. Stormie 's 
beaded armcuff, $615, at Jennifer Kauf- 
man, Los Angeles. Eric Eriandson's 
undershirt, $39, cotton V-neck shirt, 
$39. both by Fever by John Cherpas, at 
Ron Herman Fred Segal, Los Angeles; 
Antique Boutique. New York City. 

-SEXY ■oy 

R4GE 116, 154 Ouicksilver bucket hat, 
$22, at Fred Segal, Santa Monica, Cali- 
fornia; IMG Incorporated. New Yorii City. 
Camouflage jacket, $19.99. at Canal 
Jeans, New York City. 
?Ml 117 Unionbay cargo pants, $46. 
at Parisian, Montgomery, Alabama; 
Younkers, Des Moines. Iowa. Surplus 
cotton briefs, $2.99, at Canal Jeans, New 
York City. Army utility gloves, $2, 
at The Trader, New Yorit City. 
PAX 118 Comme des Gargons Shirt 
gabardine jacket, $360, at Comme des 
GarQons. New York City. American 
Eagle Outfitters cargo pants, $38, at 
American Eagle Outfitters, nationwide, 
Calvin Klein Underwear cotton briefs, 
$18, at Macy's, nationwide; Blooming- 
dale's, nationwide. Vintage belt, $10, at 
What Comes Around Goes Around, 
New York City. Vintage straw hat, $20, 
at What Comes Around Goes Around, 
New York City. Converse sneakers, 
suggested retail $32, at Macy's, New 
York City; Sears, nationwide. 
PASl 119 Diesel twill shirt, $95, at Wish, 
Atlanta; select Nordstrom stores nation- 
wide. Slates pants, $60, call (800) 
SLATES- 1. Converse sneakers, suggest- 
ed retail $33, at Nordstrom, New Yort( 
City; J.C. Penney, nationwide. 
P>IGE 120 Surplus cotton briefs, $2.99. 
at Canal Jeans, New Yorit City. Organi- 
zation for Returning Fashion Interest 
touring jacket, $310, at Hotel 
of the Rising Star, New York City. 
PA6E 121 American Eagle Outfitters shirt, 
$34, at American Eagle Outfitters, 
nationwide. Vintage badge, $2, from 
Filthmart, New York City. Diesel pants, 
$1 20, at American Rag, Los Angeles; 
Hub, Scottsdale, Arizona. 
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o4 MldraM (iwid bcMh oU wyl fiM. MMiMMlto Sp«. PO Bo« 5163S. Boufater. CO B0323 1S38 AJlow 1^ 

SutacripMon l ll U l l l W ll . CI (800) 274-7597 I m D I L I Wu ii GOatK U S ind lis poMMMOM on. yMT bMC >^ $1l9fi:Mo ywa. $34.00 
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lum featuring: 

Vobbie and 
Arrested 

Rttcords iivww.virgtnrvcordft.com 



DRESS COD 



AOVBtTGajen 



HAT TO WEAR AND WHERE TO BUY IT 



AIX 



ALPHA is recognized worldwide as the original arKl leading manu- 
facturer of aultientic military-inspired outerwear and apparel. Please 
visit our website tor more information and our list of retailers. 
www.alptiaindustries.com 



Fie-define the tiasics. . , Aramani style. Visit the new A/X store In 
NYC on Fifth Avenue at 51st Street or visit us on-line at: 
www.amianiexchange.com. 



Visit our wetisite at www.avirex-Com and call us at (800) 2AVIREX. 
Available at: Cocltpit, Sea Dream Leathers, Manhattan Clothing. 



MARITH^ 
FR*ANQOIS 
GIRBAUD 



A relaunch of a complete Marlthe Francois Girbaud Denim and 
Casual collection is pure classic Girbaud. Visit our website at 
www.girbaud.com. Available at select retailers: Gadzooks, select 
locations: Nordstroms. select locations: Fred Segal, Santa H^onica, 
CA; Alrlum, NYC: Marittie & Francois Girbaud Stores, Beverly 
HIlls.CA & Chicago.lL. 



When it comes to footwear keep in step with GBX. Available at 
Jamian, Foot Action, Colorado Stores, Jimmy Jazz, and Finish 
Line. Visit our website at www.GBXshoe.com and let us know 
what's on your mind. All other inquiries (888) GBX-shoe. 



cK 



Beverly Hills Polo Club (BHPC) is a fashionable contemporary line 
of street styled sportswear and outerwear for men. For more infor- 
mation on the store nearest you, please call (410) 675-1079. Visit 
our website at www.bhpcsportswear.com. 



Boss by I.G. Design is a fashion line with an eye or ttie hip-hop 
urban youth. We derive our creative roots from street culture - 
music. For more information on the store nearest you, please call 
(410) 675-1079. Visit our website at www boss-igdesign.com. 



cK Calvin Klein Socks are available at Mac/s, Bloomingdale's. and 
Dayton Hudson. 



♦Cohjiplaa Columbia Sportswear: www.columbia.com 



D DIESEL has a pair of jeans for you. 24 wasbes, 10 fits, 
one brand. Available at select locations: Barneys New Yorl(, 
Bloomingdale's, Dayton/Hudson - Marstiall Fields, Nelman 
Marcus, Nordstrom. 



Simple 



Hugo - ttie Sophisticated, Uncomplicated fragrance by Hugo Boss. 
Available at Nordstrom, Bloomingdale's, Lord & Taylor, Dillard's, and 
Macy's. don't imitate. INNOVATE. 



Original, authentic and durable in a plastic, transient age. Every pair, 
every time. For the Levi's Retailer nearest you call (800) USA-LEVI 
or visit our website at www.levis.com. 



For more information on Levi's* silverTab* products please call 
(800) USA-LEVI or visit our website at www.levis.com. 



Kick-off the '98 season wearing the latest in authentic NFL mer- 
chandise. For an NFL catalog call (800) 274.5200 and visit our 
website at www.NFL.com (click on "NFL Store"). 



Active casual footwear for people looking to live a simpler life. 
Available at Pacific Sunwear and Track 'n Trail. For moie informa- 
tion call (800) 433-2537 and visit our website at 
www.simpleshoes.com. 



DIESEL 





From those brash, Italian stylemongers at Diesel comes a new line 
of footwear - just the ticket for those with a two-foot fetish. For 
more infonnation and the store nearest you, exercise your index 
finger (805)966-2606. 



It^ a new era of designers. A new pride and respect for what 
you wear. Visit our website at www.fubu.com and call (212) 
273-3300. Available at: Macy's, Kaufmann's, Footlocker, 
Foot Action, and Nordstrom. 



GAP ONLINE. You'll find the latest news and styles from GAP at 
wvw.gap.com. Plus, features like get dressed interactive and 
virtual style that let you coordinate colors, fabrics, and styles to 
create great outfits. 




WILSONS 



III IIATtll ItPIIII 



Vans shoes, the authority in all alternative sports footwear. Call (800) 
750 - VANS and visit our website at www.vans.com. 



Attention Fashion Industry: Experience VIBE STYLE October 18-20, 
1998 at Javits Convention Center, NYC. The hottest fashion trade 
show ever presented by VIBE, SPIN, and Blaze magazines. For 
exhibit space and retailer registration, contact: NSI, 60 East 42nd 
Street, Ste. 858, NYC 10165, (212) 973-0337, toll free (800) 
936-2672, fax (212) 973-0342. VIBE, 215 Lexington Avenue, 6th 
Floor, NYC 10016, (212) 448-7300 (contact Matt Pressman), 
lax: (212) 448-7400. 



Wilsons The Leather Experts: Carries a full line of men's and ladies 
leather outerwear and accessories. Call (800) 3-LEATHER for a store 
near you. 



It's not just what you wear. Its how you wear it Ks your interpretation 
that matters What does Unionbay stand for? It's open to interpreta- 
tion. Available at The Bon Marcbe, Seattle, WA; Filenes, Boston, MA; 
Canal Jeans, NY NY: Zumiez, Everett. WA. 



nyrighled material 




ANNOUNCEMENTS 



"SAFE SEX GET PAID" © MEN, 1 8-45 yrs. 
$1000/wk Cash! All Races & States. Free 
■BlackBoolC Offer Prvt. 21 2-631 -3694 or 
satesexget paid.com 



WANTED: MEN 1B-50 YRSI GET PAID FOR SAFE SEXII 

Lonely Women will pay for your intimate services. 
Really!! Up to$1000/wkcasti. FIND OUT HOW! 
1 •473-407-8206 LDIoll 



ASTROLOGY 



Having Relationship, Money or Career 
problems? Our gifted psyctiics tiave the 
answers you need. Only $1 .99/min. 
Callnowl1-8<8-538-8523 



AUDIO EQUIPMENT 



FREE Stereo Catalog 

PcTMtr up jour or wtch a ktdun' tcanaor crou ;ht pti^Kt homt 

iheiter syntm. For Che hooeu uereo gar voufKl, (um to the 
ludn expern ic Crutrhliehl. We've got hot ofvr CO rtcarvin,h^ 
pcrfonTBTKC speaker! ind more, at prku yaul tovi.wiiti MrviCi 
thu'll make you vn*t. CrutchMd mako K tar/i 
CalTodtf! l-SM-fSS-nn.extSPT 
online: www.crutchfield.com 

CRUTCHHELD 



BOOKS & PUBLICATIONS 



"THE ANARCHIST COOKBOOK" Available again! 
$25 postpaid. Barricade Books, RO. Box 1401-B 
Setaocus, NJ 07096 



OUTRAGEOUSLY JUICY SEX the hottest 
book on women's sexual desires is available 
as seen in Playboy, praised by Jerry Springer 
show, Playglrl. $15 ppd to MPC Press. PO 
Box 55094 Madison. Wl 53705 



CABLE & ELECTRONICS 



CABLE DESCRAMBLER KIT 

Only $1 4.95! See ALL the channels. 
Why pay hundreds more? 
Call 1-800-752-1389 



CLOTHING 



9mm CLOTHING 
www.9mmcatalog,com 
DRESS NAKED 



Wl COI TH[ GOODS fVilKIHIHC 
v FOUND ON Df AO TOUR AND MUCH MODE 
- UND FOB (OUS FBII jtPMm'M?t 

GYPSY ROSE PO BOX 624 S 
I RICHBORO. PA 18954 

JIS 9S ffAtl HW* CfPMeOSi.tOH 

WHOLESALE AVAIIABIE 



classic 80's "JUST SAY YO" on green t- 
shirt. S- XL. send $1 0 to Pat Jacxson PO 
Box 3243 Ashland. OR 97520 Free S/H 
httpV/members.aol.com/doMawu 



CONTEST 



PHOTO COWTtST! OVER $150,000.00 

m prizes awarded annuallv 



Bnicnhi^iiHiipiiiiu'n h\ -.cniJinj.' ONh phmiipraph in uncut 
ihi'^i' c.rti.'^onL'- Pciipli'. .AnimaU Njiuic, Auiiin. Hunuv. 
PiNiruiturv'. i« (XtK-r > nur photo niu>.i \\- j prim lunmiHtni- 
L-ii) K' V lO' ,ir ^nwlkr- anJ mtii ui: THU INTKRNATKWAI. 
I.IBR4R\ (W I<H(>T0(;R.\PHV • Suite ^50.^X2 ' IWM5 
R«d Run Rhd. • f>win|p Mills. MD 21 117 > In.. Iiuk' your 
njnuv jJdrL-s> \hv caicpin. . iimJ iho iiili.-ot ihc phmoon ihc 
hjck Hi Miur pdiiio iphoith LiinmK K- rciUTnoJi 



POETRY CONTEST! 



$48,000 



Th» ^4•>ionsl Librarv ol Poetry 
Sulla 16226 



In prizes 
Awarded annually , 

OvMr>gt Mills, MD2t1t7 

Possible Publication e^s^ po«ry 



DJ EQUIPMENT 



FREEDJ& 
NIGHTCLUB 
CATALOC 



Order by PImm A 
Have VoMr Order 
Shipped 
RlSht to Your Doort 

1-800-672-4268 

open 7 dtfi a wttk 
Oltsidc USA 7U-a91.S«U 
F«a your nMc, Addmt, 
A pk«M r fof I trtt cMalos 

OMsMcUMTU-m-iin 




Or visit our 
Online Catalog 
www.pssl.com 



EDUCATION 




SEND $2.00 FOli CATALOG 

" " UStlNC 19,27! OUAUIYRESUMHI'APtn Oil 

CALL TOLL FREE 800-351-0222 

RESEARCH ASSISTANQ Srnv'kriartet 

1 1322 Idoho Av E.#20«JS. Uiitnyl«90Q2S rwrnfflfyiiif? 

■rli^H/m'^;ti^■l^^rB■■H■^l-^Hll^^^l^^la■ 



SPEEDY RESEARCH 70,000 REPORTS 
Papers, thens. 6.00 per page. Research Aislttance 
useonlyl Cmlom research and lai available 
1-800-356-9001 



FINANCE 



MONEY TROUBLES? OVERDUE BILLS? 

REDUCE INTEREST CUT MONTHLY CREDIT CARD 
PAYMENTS, RESTORE CREDIT NON PROFIT COM- 
PANY CAN HELP CALL 1-8SD-SAVE-ME-2 



FUN STUFF 



GROW LIGHTS ■ HYDROPONICS ' DRGANICS 

Online Indoor/Outdoor Garden Supplies 
www.homehan/esLcom 



HEALTH 



PENIS ENLARGEMENT Professional vacuum puir^s or sur- 
gical. Gain 1 -3'. Permanent. Sale. Enliance erection. FREE 
Broctiures Dr Joel Kaplan (31 2)409-5557 
Latest enlargement Into: 1-9lll)-976-PUMP ($2.9S/min) 



HELP WANTED 



EASY IWORKI EXCELLENT PAYI 

Assemble products at Home Call Toll-Free 
1-80O-467-5566 ext. 2566 

Touch-Star Productions needs people lot jobs in tlie 
entertainment Initiistry. Send $10 & SASE to: 
Touch-Star, 2461 Santa Monica Blvd. Suite 600 
Santa Monica, CA 90404 lor current job listings. 



INSTRUCTION 



Full Sail IV one of itic inovl cxtraord<n.iry 
L-dt)ta(ional experiences in the world, offenng 
hands-on training in ilipfty-llirc-e tuHing- 
cflgc studios, production suites .ind com- 
puter labs Students Icirn on current gear 
that IS used in making toda/'s interactive 
games. CD't. movi«s. animations, con- 
certs, 3D graphics, sound effctcts and TV " 
shows The only Uiing more irnprc&wve than 
the fiicilitics and et^uipincnt is the long list of 
successes, credits ind awards that thou- 
sands of Full Sail grads have earned. 

800«226«7625 

www.fullsail.com 



Real Wodd Education 



1 :il 



school of 

Audio*Film*Video-Digital Media 
Game Design*Show Production 

3J0OU...*«t'.HxBli-dW,.,.c. Pi.k ft i}7t2 

Firijiici«l aid ataiUbk- to iho^c who qu.ilify Job pUccrn«(tt 

asmurito Attreditcd byACCSCT 



L£ARN AUDIO RECOROMG 

* Fi<utv,ul W li'L^^jilduij Studcnti • Handi-on Trauuij 

* M»li>-«uJH.>f^i]ii> • .\iibrdjblcru>uon 

* OucGrnJiumuTin [Vinmd ■ StwllClim 

CONSERVATORY OF RKORDIHG ARTS 4 SCIENCES 
2300 Kast Broadway Rd. 'Tcmpc, AZ 85282 



1-800-562-6383 



INSTRUCTION 



You love music and want to 
make it a career 
We teach people who love 
music how to make It a career 
Let's talk. 




Recording En gineers 

SSL. Neve. Production. Hands on. 
6 month program 

Singers. Keyboardists. Guitarists- 
Bassists, Drummers 
Learn. Perform. Write Songs. Record. 
Programs from 3 monttis - 4 years 
Questions? 
www.ml.edu 
l-aOO-255-PUY or (213) 462-1384 




Z i 



Begin your 
Career 
ON THE Right 
Foot 

Get the sldDs that carry weight in todays 
creative technoIog)-hased c 



• Graphic: Dcsicn 
• Computer Animation 
♦ Multimedia 
• Video Production 
• Web Site Administration 

1-800-592-0700 

/L»The Art Institutes 
Xwl IntemationaJ" 

JOG Sbtih Avcnut, Pinsburgii. PA 1 5222 
16 locations, coast to coast 

w^vw.aii.cdu 



Education for the 
Wi LDLY Creative 



orVArl [BMrKHt. WnultoulO'.tK , IMS 2?f W ]d 
MoidlpncmuallenduillUKXw W 



INTERNET 



Over200,000CD's ayailablel 

Order by 1 2pm EST shipped same day 
www.lowerrecords.com 
AOL ^keywoid: Tower 



SPIN CLASSIFIED OCTOBER 1998 
^ FOR INFORMATION ON RATES & CLOSING DATES (MX 312J21.7912 




back issues of SPIN send issue date or cover description and 
$7 per copy (cliecl( or money order made out to ISI-SPIN) to: 
ISi, 30 IMontgomery St., Jersey City, NJ 07302 Att: Bacic Issues. 
Or call 1-800-544-6748. Allow four to six weeks for delivery. 



CLASSIFIED 



OCTOBER 1998 



PSYCHIC 



P 



SMIPLE OUR PSYCHICS 

TreiStree 1-300-568-9573 
Mulls ove; 18 



LoycjS' Happiness 



•flllt l ive to thr BEST Psy- 
(hits in MattfT%of 
thr Uratt. Grt Amwrri 
from Psychics Who Care 



AS LflW AS $1.93/MIM 

l?,i!fis 1-800-981-4138 
nCC 1-900-370-6112 

lllkk FIRST2 MINFREES3.99/ ,~ 



POSTERS & PHOTOS 



CELEB PHOTOS! ROCK, METAL. TV+! 

S«rid SASE lor list. Name Favorites. PIX/SP1N, Boi 
20747, Houston, TX 77225 



RECORDS, TAPES, CDS 



IMPORTCDSI ROCK, POP, METAL, ALTERNATIVE 

For a free catalog write to SILVERDISC MUSIC, 
1 9425-B Soledad. #272-SP. Santa Clarita, CA 91 351 
visit our web site at tittp;//www,silverdisc.com 



IMPORT & RARE CD, VIDEO CATALOGS 

All titles listed A-Z. Itiousands of titles available, 

huge selection metal rock & pop. send want 
lists. Send$5loCDI,POBox2918.Acton,t^A 
01720-6918, PtVFax 1-781-259-4371 , Personal 
checks. MO. Visa.lntemel: tittp//:www-csmon- 
line.com/cdi 
E-mail: cdivldeo@aol.com 



CDBargains.com 

Used. New. Rare & Free CDs 

0«r 2O.00fl quality CD, unjci S9.0O Great Stiwiion. Great 
price, liimilafy np4at«4 dai))t wfth MM A aid ivMlc 
$1.00 off ceiupoB «HMMl foe up to lOCDiavalUbhal: 

www.cdbargains.com/spin.html 

IhMi'l pay ircw retail priee, fur CD, agairi Tra,Je iii >'Ou old 
CDs tor Ca»hJ$. bvy CD, $$ 
tJ2J Cnenvilie ,« ■ !. |i>1l». T\ >214lK^ ii*J* 



270,000 IMPORT CD'S 

all cats incL Collectibles/Hard To Find 

http://www.musicimports.com 
P. 954-764-3879 FAX 954-764-3890 



INDIE RECORDS 



^ LOQKQUTI RGCORDS 

The lifst to bnng you Greer Day, Operalion Ivy & Ranad! 
Looltoul! Has new records by. Avail. Auniie Christ. Black 
Fork. The Bomb Basseis. The CnrDlrwIs, The Ccumds, The 
Donnas, Tl» Groovie Ghoulies, The H<-Fives. The Mr T 
Exparlancs. Pansy Division. The Pt%antom Surfers, Pin- 
hMld GonpowdSf, The Poiatomen, Servotron. The Smug- 
gtan. Squlr^un, Uranium 9 VotI, S (Young)Pioneefs. 
«6«nd$i for catalog to: L ookout' RecorcJs Spin' c\^: 
•P.O. Box 11374 Berkeley CA 94712-2374* 4'W / 
•MilOfderhotJirw: 510-883-6971 Acfj^ 
•Chsckouf webeltel www.lookoutrecorcJs.com 



VIDEO 




HOT MUSIC 
VIDEO SHOW 
1-888-419-0099 

GirriNDIAPEFREE 



makeitorbreakit.coin 



INDIE RECORDS 




CONCERT INFORMATION 



AMERICA'S #1 

ROCK&ROU 



i!iinfi:i=a 



Im Schedules for Over 600 Bands 
CoKerts by Area - U.S. & Canada 
The Latest Mews & Updates 
Mist Mailing Addresses 



oKKi Bon JO VI >v^_^ 




1-900-226-SPIN 



-888-232-1 979 

loaiani CnOtV S2.99/ mm UrxM 18 G«t pargnCs OX 



01 1-592-1 193 



TeeHecemy cot^TEiT" yUAy back »n THr $fv6MT»«, vjHcn /»it riAp>HA«.> ah^ aeueoTT^Ht, » •« 
Wi vcftfrc OF en9tHt. IT Att d^^e* A»J ei-F«N e«<ef ^^.^^►CA vJn>< cot* f/c» tits . ^hc enteLceur ham»-t««>, 

THAT KAP nC C*HV|WC«P T«AT k/HAT t u/A t FefiMNfr wMCH *«£ rtAfr <M HCfl 6Rlf, WAl OM€ PAy S «€ PC<»0- 

so t» C-ivc rte Txe o*ot, a*'* i nvat s» sad t hap v^atic-o, pAr hcaves aio» a ^au- achc. t Hooslcp homc a*^* 
$CAMp«A«o w>j» TO Hy Attic, wtitm th* iNreMT/»M •r cmpimc- rve T^AtK^^^^, tKit^t^r, pogic^ ^pamj A^ptc 
ci^t^reHce txat was Miwe^ <n prspc^eATf ve^ncH fo(>> A-opc i fcuwo a pct<, a^o ^Ai-izrp that i wrrp- 

ep T» WAiTe A *uiC(PC N»TC. Hev^Ct-Se wool-» THt K.».)0 w WHAT A CeNtuf I r AUL y i^Af P l-'irH - 

<K MY sMLPTAl^ «Aa>^An $«6NTeO FAAmF. I »CA*«ecep OWTII. IT 6.eT PAAK. *OTSI»e^ TfAAS OFF 
M/ CHCcKi AwP Ft-opC'NC- o»J TO THt f>AC-6 CA6i-"^ 5n»f t A<:te«i< A HftT ^AAtHHt* L*T. oF fPt/AJ \*J«Ar 
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^ DIESEL 

DENIM DIVISION 



Men. Who needs 'em? Especially now Diesel have a denim range 
dCSIQnCd for WOmBn- Maxl skirts, tlared pants with orange 
stitching, slim fit jackets and shirts in a number of different fabrics. They'll 
make you feel all warm inside. 
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Diesel Stores: New York, San Francisco, Santa Monica, Chicago, Las Vegas, Boston, Washington DC 



